FROM  THK 


li’aiiTrenrr  3futtd. 

i  5 

.  J 

'fnt  Atuatype  ie. 


I 


'  f  .  t 


'  / 


A 


COMEDY 

As  it  is  Aded  at  the 

Dukes  Theatre. 


Written  by  iVf"*  B  E  H  N,  the  Authoiir 

of  the  KOFER. 


Licenced  jan.  28.  1678.  ROGER  L’  ES  TR  ANG  E. 


L  0  N  D  &  N, 

Printed  by  E.  Flejher  for  Richard  T onfon,  within 
Gray 5 -Inn-gate  in  Grays-Inn-lane^  and  Jacob 
Tonfon,  at  the  Jndge^s  Head  in 
Chancery-lane.  1678. 


N 


r 


>• 


-'«-j  ^  WuV 

i  ^ 


> 

~*k 


'  ys^' 


A 


d 


c:\ 

w' 


■-V 


4r 

3 

>-JL^-. 


f. 


11 

M 


\  ■ 


'/■ 

IPrinted'thiS  'PIay  with  all  the  impatient  hafte  one  ought 
to -da^  v/ho -would  be  vindicated- from  the  moft-unjulL 
and  filly  afperfion.  Woman  could  invent  to  caft  on  Wo¬ 
man  ^  and  which  only  my  being  a  Woman  has«  procured  " 
mt'^That  it  iv as  Bandy leaft  andmoft  Exculablefault  in 
the  Men  writers,-  to  whole  Plays  they  all  crowd,  as  if  they  came ' 
to  no  other  end  then  to  hear  what  they  condemn  in  this  :  hut  ^ 
ft:o^a  Woman  it  was  unnaiuraU  /  but  how.  fb  Cruel  I  an  unkind-  ^ 
ne(s  came  into  their  imaginations  I  can  by  no  means  gueis  5  un-  ~ 
left  by  thole  whole  Lovers  by  dong  ablence,  or  thole  whom  Age 
or  Uglincls  have  rendered  a  little  diftant  from  thole- things  they 
would  fain  imagin  here- — -But  if  fuch’ as  thefe  durft  profane  ■ 
tlieir'^ Chart' ears  with  hearing  it  over  again,  or  taking  it  into 
their  ferious  Confideration  in  tbeir  Cabinets  ^  they  would,  find 
nothing  that  the  mort  innocent  Virgins  can  have  caufe  to  blufh 
'^at:  but  confels  with  me-,  that  nO:  Play  either  Ancient  or  Mo¬ 
dern  has  lels  of  that  Bug-bear  Bawdry  in  it.  Others  to  fhow  ' 
'  theiiv  breeding  (as  Bays  fayes,)  cryed  it  was  made  outof  at  Jeart 

four... 


To  the  T^e^der. 

four  French  Plays,  when  I  had  but  a  very  bare  hint  from  one^  the 
Malad  Imagenere^  which  was  given  me  tranflated  by  a  Gentle¬ 
man  infinitely  to  advantage  :  but  how  much  of  the  French  is  in 
this,  I  leave  to  thole  who  do  indeed  underftand  it  and  have  feen 
it  at  the  Court.  The  Play  had  no  other  Misfortune  but  that  of 
coming  out  for  a  Womans :  had  it  been  owned  by  a  Man,  though 
the  mofo  Dnll  UntH  Scribler  in  Town,  it  had 

been  a  moft  admirable  Play.  Nor  does  it  s  lofi  of  Fame  with  the 
Ladies  do  it  much  hurt,  th6ugh  they  ought  to  have  had  good 
Nature  and  juftice  enough  to  have  attributed  all  its  faults  to  the 
Authours  unhappinels,  who  is  forced  to  write  for  Bread  and  not 
afliamed  to  owne  it,  and  confequently  ought  to  write  to  pleale 
( if  (he  can )  an  Age  which  has  given  feverall-  proofs  it  was 
by  this  way  of  writing  to  be  obliged,  though  it  is  a  way  too 
cheap  for  men  of  wit  to  pur  foe,  who  write  for  Glory,  and  a,,, 
way  which  even  I  delpife  as  much:  below  me.  , 


PRO- 


P  R  O  I  O  G  U  E, 

Spoken  by  BE  TT  E  KT  ON. 


W'£  nift  Novo  Of  th*  Ancient  Poet/  writ^ 

For  your  Appl'^^fe  of  Nature^  Senfe  and  Wit  \ 
But^  good  Fradefmeu.^  nfhat'sinfdjhion  vent. 
And  Cozen  you.^  to  give  ye  all  Content^ 

True  Comedy,  writ  even  ' in  DrydenV  ftyle, 

Will  hardly  rdtfe  your  flumourr  to  a  fmile ; 

Long  didVn  Sovereign  Mufe  the  Scepter  fway^ 

And  lantg  wnth  fy  you  did  true  Homage  pay  j 
noWy  ^il^edodp^  Sif^ttAf  lusC^iPieu's  rgrowHy 
The  Monarch  Wit  unjuft ly  you  dethrone. 

And  a  Tyr^ytnitd^Xlemfndnwedlth  "prefer, 

Wh^e  each  fmall -Wit  Jiarts  up  and  claims  bU  jhares 
And  all  thoje  Lawrels  are  in  pieces  torn, 

Which  did  ere  while  one  facred  Head  adorn, 

F^ay^  even  the  Womens  now,  pretend  to  reign, 

Defend  us  ^  from  d  'Poet  Jd^n  agami 
That  Congregation's  in  a  bopefuU  way  * 

ToyHeaven,  where  the  Layffters  Preach  and  Fray* 
iDh  the  hkfftng  j>f  u  -little  wit, 

Tve  feen  an  elevated  Poet  fit 

And  hear  the  Audience  laugh  and  ^ap,  yet  fay,  ^ 

Gad  after  all  ^tU  a  damned  filly  Elay  : 

He  unconcerned,  crys  onely  - — is  it  fo? 

No  matter  theft  mnwHty  ihings  WtU  doe. 

When  your  fine  ffiidH  mfilefs  Mo^nte  . 

^Srrves  hut  \to  chime  '^2 fieep  a  drowfie  Audience, 

Who  at  the  vdft  Expence  of  wit  would  treat. 

That  might  Jo  cheaply  pleafe  the  Appetite  ? 

Such  homely  fare  you^re  likp  to.  find  to  night,  ^ 

'Our  Author 

"Knows  better  how  to  juggle  then  to  write 
Alas  !  »  PoePs  good  for  nothing  now, 

Vnhfs  he  have  the  of  conjuring  too  > 

For  His  beyond  aU  natural  fen/e  to  guefs 
Ehw  their  ftrange  Miracles  are  hrought-^o  pafs. 

Tour  Prefto  Jack^  be  gone,  and  come  again. 

With  all  the  Focus  Art  of  .Legerdemain, 

Tour  dancing  Tefterf  Nut-meg  and  your  Cups, 

Out-does  your  Heroes  and  your  Amorous,  fops, 

And  if  aUs  chance  ftp  pleafe  jou,  by  ^thatfule,^ 

He  that  writes  Wit  is  much  the  greater  Fool, 

'  -  “  -  4  2. 
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The  Adors  Names. 


Mtc  Anthony  Sir  Patient  Fancy ^ 
Leighy 

Mr.  Crosby^  Leander  Fancy 
yix. Betterton^  W ittmore^ 

\ 

Mr.  Smithy  Lodvokk^  Finonoell^ 

Mr.  Nol{es^  Sir  Credulous  Eajy^ 

Mi^Richardsy  Curry^  .  , 

Boger^  \ 

ft 

\  ^ 


An  old  Rich  Alderman,  and 
one  that  fancies  himfelf  al¬ 
ways  Sick. 

His  Nephew,  in  Love  with 
Lucretia.  > 

Gallant  to  the  Lady  Fancy^  a 
wild  young  Fellow  of  a 
finall  Fortune.  ^ 

Son  to  the  Lady  Knomll^  in 
Love  with  Ifabella. 

A  Foolifh  Devon-Jhire  Knight, 
defign’d  to  Marry  Lucretia. 

His  Groom. 

Footman  to  the  Lady  Fancy. 

Five  Doftors. 

Six  Servants  to  Sir  Patient. 

Ballad  Singers  and  Serenaders. 

Page  to  the  Lady  FCnowell. 


Mrs.  Corrar^  The  Lady  Fancy^  Young"  Wife  to  Sir  Patient. 
Mrs.  Gn?/>,  The  L.  An  Affefted  Learned  Woman, 

Mother  to  Lodw,znA  Ifahella. 
Mrs.  Price^  Lucrefia^  Daughter  to  the  Lady  ICnowell. 

Mxs^etterton^  Ifahella^  ’  Daughter  to  Sir  Patient  Fancy. 

Fanny^  A  Child  of  7»  years  old.  Daugh¬ 

ter  to  Sir  Patient  Fancy. 
Mrs.  Gibbs^  Maundy.  .  The  Lady  Woman. 

Betty  ;  ’  \  r  •  '  Waiting-woman  to*^  Ifabella. 

—  -  --  ■  ^  ^  ^  ^  ‘ - —  I 

S  C  E  N  E,  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

L  0  N  D  0  N,  in  two  Hoiife. 


Sir 


Sir  Patient  Fancy: 

A 

COMEDY. 

0 

ACTtheFirft. 

Scene  the  Firft.  A  Boo  me. 

\ 

E^ter  Lucretia  with  Ilabella. 

Ifab.  4IS  much  I  owe  to  fortune,  my  dear  Lucretia^ 

R  for  being  fo  kind  to  make  us  Neighbours, 

■  B  where  with  eafe  we  may  continually  exchange 

B  our  Souls  and  thoughts  without  the  atten- 
dance  of  a  Coach,  and  thofe  other  little  For¬ 
malities  that  make  a  bufinels  of  a  vifit,  it  looks  fo  like  a  Jour¬ 
ney  t  hate  it,  ' 

Lt/cr.  Attendance  is  that  Curfo  to  Great nels  that  confines  the 
Soul,  and  (poils  good  Humour,  we  are  free  whilft  thus  alone,  and 
can  laugh  at  the  abominable  Fopperies  of  this  Town. 

I/aL  And  lament  the  numberlefi  impertinences  wherewith 
they  continually  plague  all  young  Women  of  Quality. 

Lncr.  Yet  thefe  are  the  pretious  things  our  grave  Parents  ftill 
chufe  out  to  make  us  happy  with, and  all  for  a  filthy  Jointure, the 
undeniable  argument  for  ourflavery  to  Fools. 

Ifab.  Cuftom  is  unkind  to  our  SeXjUot  to  allow  us  free  choice, 
but  we  above  all  Creatures  muft  be  forced  to  endure  the  formal 
recommendations  of  a  Parent  5  and  the  more  infupportable  Ad- 
dreffes  of  an  Odious  Foppe,  whilft  the  Obedient  Daughter 

ftands  —  thus - with  her  Hands  pinn* d  before  her,  a  let 

B  look. 


2  Sir  Patient  Fancy. 

look,  few  words,  and  a  meine  that  cries —  come  marry  me  $ 
out  upon  t. 

Lticr,  I  perceive  then  what-ever  your  Father  defignes,  you  arc 

refolV’d  to  love  your  own  way. 

Ifab,  Thou  maift  lay  thy  Maiden-head  upon’t,  and  be  Give  of 
the  misfortune  to  win* 

Lt/cr,  My  Brother  Lodvpicl(%  like  to  be  a  happy  man  then.. 

Ifctb^  Faith  my  dear  Lodmick.  or  no  bjody  in  my  hearty  and  I 
hope  thou  art  as  well  refolv’d  for  my  Cozen  Leander. 

Lucr,  Heres  my  hand  upon  1 1  am,  yet  there’s  fomething  flicks 
upon  my  Stomack,  which  you  muft  know. 

Ifab.  Spare  the  Relation,  for  I  liave  obferv’d  of  late  your  Mo¬ 
ther  to  have  order'd  her  Eyes  with  fome  foftnels,  her  mouth  en¬ 
deavouring  to  (weeten  it  felf  into  Imiles  and  dimples,  as  if  Ihe 
meant  to  recall  Fifteen  again  and  give  it  all  to  Leander^  for  at 
him  fhe  throws  her  Darts. 

Lucr.  Is’t  poflible  thou  fhou^fl  have  perceiv’d  it  already  ? 

Ifab.  Long  fince. 

Lucr.  And,  now  I  begin  tolove  him,  ’twou’d  vex  me  to  foe 
my  Mother  Marry  him,  — - well  I  (hall  never  call  him  Fa¬ 

ther. 

Ifab.  He’t  take  care  to  give  hirnfelfa  better  title.. 

Lucr.  This  Devoujhire  Knight  too  who  is  recommscnded  to  mjr 
Mother  as  a  fit  Husband  for  me,  I  (hall  be  lb  tormented  with — 
My  Brother  fwears  he’s  the  pertefl  unliifFerable  Fool  he  ever^ 
law,  when  he  was  at  my  Uncies  lafl  Summer  he  made  all  his 
Diverfion.  ' 

Ifab.  Prethee  tet  Mm  make  ours  now,  for  of  aH  Fdps  your 
Countrey  Fop  is  the  moft  tolerable  Animal  5  thofeof  the  Towm 
are  the  moft  unmanagable  Beafts  in  Nature. 

Lucr.  And' are  the  moft  noy  fie,  keeping  Fops  ? 

Ifab.  Keeping  begins  to  be  as  ridiculbus  as  Matrimony,  and  is^ 
a  greater  impontion  upon  ,the  liberty  of  man,  the  Inlblence  and 
Expence  of  their  Miflrefles  has  almoft  tir’d  out  all  but  the  Old 
and  Doting  part  of  man-kind  3  The  reft  begin  to  know  their 
value,  and  let  a  Price  upon  a  good  fhape,  a  tolerable  Face  and 
Mein,  - — and  fome  there  are  who  have  made  excellent  Bargains^ 
for  themlelves  that  way,^  and  will  flatter  ye  and  gilt  ye  an  An¬ 
tiquated  Lady  as  artfully  as  the '  moft  experienc’d  Mils  of’eru 
all* 


Sir  FatkM  F mcy.  '5 

Lncr.  Lord,  Lord !  wfeat  will  this  World  come  to,  — hut  this 
Mother  of  mine,  — Ifahella.  £  Sighs. 

Ijab,  Is  difcreet  and  vertuous  enough,  a  little  too  affe^ed,  as 
being  the  moft  learned  of  her  Sex. 

Lucr.  Methinks  to  be  read  in  the  Arts  as  they  call  ’em,  is  the 
peculiar  Province  of  the  other  Sex. 

Ifab.  Indeed  the  men  wou’d  have  us  think  fb,  and  boall:  their 
Learning,  and  Languages,  but  if  they  can  find  any  of  our  Sex 
fuller  of  words,  and  to  fo  little  purpofe  as  fome  of  their  Gown- 
men,  rie  be  content  to  change  my  Petticoats  for  Pantiloons  and 
go  to  a  Grammar-lchool. 

Luck.  Oh  they  r  the  greateft  Babelards  in  Nature* 

^ab.  They  call  us  Ea{y,and  Fond,  and  charge  us  with  all  weak- 
nefi,  but  look  into  their  Adions  of  Love,  State,  or  War,  their 
rougheft  bufineS,  and  you  ftiall  find  ’em  fway’d  by  fbme  who 
have  the  luck  to  find  their  feables  5  witnels  my  F ather,  a  man 
realbnable  enough,  till  drawn  away  by  doting  Love  and  Reli¬ 
gion  :  what  a  Monfter  my  young  Mother  makes  of  him.  Flatter’d 
him  firft  into  Matrimony,  and  now  into  what  fort  of  Fool  or 
Beaft  flie  pleafes  to  make  him. 

Lncr.  I  wonder  (he  does  not  turn  him  to  Chriftianity,  me- 
thinks  a  Conventicle  ftiould  ill  agree  with  her  humour. 

JJab.  Oh  the  finds  it  the  only  way  to  fccure  her  from  his  fiif 
picion,  which  if  (he  do  not  e’re  long  give  him  caufe  for,  I  am 
miftaken  in  her  Humour,  - —  but  fee  your  S  Enter  L.  Knowel 
Mother  and  my  Cozen  Leander^  who  feems,  ^and  Leander. 
poor  man,  under  fome  great  Confternation,fbr  he  looks  as  grave¬ 
ly  as  a  Lay-elder  conduding  his  Spoufe  from  a  Sermon. 

La.K,nv,  Ohfy  upon’t.  See  Mr.  Fancy  where  your  Cozen  and 
my  Lucretia  are  idling,  dii  boni^  what  an  infiipportable  lofs  of 
time’s  this? 

Lean.  Which  might  be  better  imploy’d  if  I  might  inftrud  ’em 
Madam. 

La.Kno.  AyQMv.Fancy^in  Conifoltation  with  the  Antient^ 
—  Oh  the  delight  of  Books!  when  I  was  oftheir  age,  I  always 
imploy’d  my  loofcr  hours  in  readir^, - if  ferious,  ’twas  Taci¬ 

tus^  Seneca^  Plutarch^ s  Marak^  or  fome  fuchufeful  Author  5  if  in 
an  Humour  gay,  I  was  for  Poetry,  Virgil^  Hom^eri^  or  TaJ/b^  Oh 
that  Love  between  Renatdo  and  Armid^  yk.  Fai^cy  !  Ah  the 
Carelies  thsx  Corcereis  gave,  and  received  from  the  young 

B  2  Warrier 


4  SitTatientl^ancy. 

Warrier,  ah  how  foft,  Delicate  and  tender !  upon  my  Honour  I 
cannot  read  them  in  the  Excellence  of  their  Original  Language, 
without  I  know  not  what  Emotions. 

Lean.  Methinks  'tis  very  well  in  our  Mother  tongue  Madam. 

La.K.  O  Faugh  Mr.Fancjf  what  have  you  laid, Mother  tongue! 
Can  any  thing  that’s  great  or  moving  be  expreft  in  filthy  En- 
gMh' — l  ie  give  you  an  Energetical  proof  Mr.  Fancy^  obftrve 

but  Divine  Homer  in  the  Grecian  Language - Ton  (Lapamiho^ 

minus ^  Profiphe^Podjs  Ochus  Achilleus  I  ah  how  it  founds  !  which 
Englifli’t  dwindles  into  the  moil:  grating  ftufF:  — then  the  fwift 
Foot  Achilles  made  reply,  — oh  faugh. 

Lucr.  So  now  my  Mother’s  in  her  right  Sphere. 

La.  Kn.  Come  Mr.  Fancy  we’le  purfoe  our  firft  defign  of  reti¬ 
ring  into  my  Cabinet  and  reading  a  leaf  or  two  in  Martially  I 
am  a  little  dull  and  wou'd  fam  laugh. 

Lean.  Methinks  Madam  difoourie  were  much  better  with  thefe 
young Ladyes.  Dear  Lucretia  find  fome  way  to  releafe  mQ.[_Afide. 

La.Kn.  Oh  how  I  hate  the  impertinance  of  women,  who  for 
the  generality  have  no  other  knowledge  then  that  of  drefling,  I 
am  uneafy  with  the  unthinking  Creatures. 

Lucr.  Indeed  ’tis  much  better  to  be  Entertaining  a  young  Lo¬ 
ver  alone,  but  Tie  prevent  her  if  poffible.  [_AJide^ 

La.Kn.  No,  I  am  for  the  fobftantiall  pleafore  of  an  Author, 
Philofophemur^ !  is  my  Motto,  -Fm  ftrangely  fond  of  you 
Mr.  for  being  a  Scholar. 

Lean.  Who  Madam  I  a  fcholar  the  greateft  Dunce  in  Nature, 
- - Malicious  Creatures  will  you  leave  me  to  her  mere}? 

•  '  \_Tothem  afide. 

Lucr.  Prethee  affift  him  inhismifery,  for  I  amMudd,  andean 
doe  nothing  towards  it*.  •  f^a^de. 

Ifab.  Who  my  Cozen  Leander  a  Scholar  Madam  ? 

Lucr.  Sure  He’s  too  much  a  Gentleman  to  be  a  Scholar. 

Ifab.  I  V9W^  Madarn  he  fpells  worfe  then  a  Country  Farryer 
when  he  Prefcribes  a  Drench. 

Lean.  Then  Madam  I  write  the  lewdeft  hand  ! 

Ifab.  Worfo  then  a  Politician  or  a  Statef  man. 

Lucr.  He  cannot  read  it  himfelf  when  he  has  done.. 

Lean.  Not  a  word  on  t  Madam. 

■  La.  Kn.  This  agreement  to  abufo  him, I  underftand —  [^A^de. 

- — Well  then  Mr.  Fancy^  lets  to  my  Cabinet— your  hand."^ 

Leano^ 


Sir  Vatient  Fancy.  5 

Leafj.  Now  (hall  I  be  teas’d  unmercifully,  —fie  waite  on  you 
Madam.  [.Ex/YLady. 

- - Find  fome  means  to  redeem  me  or  I  (hall  be  Mad. 

[]  Exit,  Lean. 

EfJter  Lodwick. 

Lod,  Hah  my  dear  Ifabella  here,  and  without  a  (j^y  }  what  a 
blelfed  opportunity  muft  I  be  fbrc’t  to  lole,  for  there  is  ju(t  now 
arriv’d  My  Sifters  Lover,  whom  I  am  oblig’d  to  receive,  but  if 
you  have  a  mind  to  laugh  a  little - ^ 

Ifab.  Laugh  !  why  are  you  turn’d  Buffoon,  Tumbler  or  PreP 
byterian  Preacher. 

Lod,  No,  but  there’s  a  Creature  below  more  ridiculous  then 
either  of  thefe. 

Liicr,  For  loves  lake  what  fort  of  Beaft  is  that  } 

Lod,  Sir  Credulous  Eafte  your  new  Lover  juft  come  to  Town 
Bag  and  BaggagCj^and  I  was  goingto  acquaint  my  Mother  with  it. 

Ifab,  Youl  find  her  well  imploy’d  with  my  Cozen  Leande^, 

Lucrl  ;A  happy  opp.oj'tunity  to  Free  him,  but  what  (hall  I  doe 
now  Brother ! 

Lod,  Oh  let  me  alone  to  mine  him  with  ray  Mother,  get  you 
gon,T  think  I  hear  himcoming,and  this  apartment  is  appointed  for 
him.  '  , 

Lucr,  Prethee  hafte  then  and  free  Leauder.,  we’l  into  the  Gar¬ 
den.  [_  Exeuut  Lucr.  ap/d  Ifab. 

A  Chair  and  1  Enter  Sir  Credulous  in  a  riding  habit Curry  hk 
a  Table.,  y  Groom  carrying  a  Port  mantle, 

Lod,  Yes  — tis  the  Right  Worlhipfiill,  fie  to  my  Mother  with 
the  news.  [  Exit  Lod. 

Sir  Cred,  Come  undoe  my  Portmantue  and  Equipme  that  I  may 
look  like  fomebody  before  I  fee  the  Ladies.— CV/r/7,  Thou  (halt 
e  ne  remove  now  Currji  from  Groom  to  Footman,  for  Tie  ne’re 
keep  Hor(e  more,  no,  nor  Mare  neither  fince  my  Poor  Gillian^ 
departed  this  life. 

Cur,  ’Ds  diggers.  Sir,  you  have  griev’d  enough  for  your  Mare 
in  all  confcience,  think  of  your  Miftrefs  now  Sir,  and  think  of 
her  no  more. 

Sir  Cred,  Not  think  of  her  ?  I  (hall  think  of  her  whilft  I  live, 
poor  Fool,  that  I  (hall,  though  I  had  forty  Miftrefles ! 

Curr.  Nay  to  fay  truth  Sir,  ’twas  a  good  natur’d  Civil  beaft, 

B  5  and 
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and  fo  fhe  remain’d  to  Her  laft  gatp,  for  (he  cou’d  never  have  left 
this  world  in  a  better  time,  as  the  laying  is,  fo  near  her  journeys 
End. 

Sh\Crecl.  A  Civil  Beaft  ?  Why  was  it  Civilly  <ione  of  her 
thinkeft  thou  to  dye  at  Branford^  when  had  (he  livd  till  to 
morrow,  fhe  had  been  converted  into  Mony  and  have  been  in  my 
Pocket?  for  now  I  am  to  Marry  and  live  in  town.  He  fell  off  all 
my  Pads  5  poor  Fool,  I  think  (he  e’ne  died  for  grief  I  woud  have 
fold  her. 

Cnrr.  ’T was  unlucky  to  refufe  Parfon  Cnjfets  wifes  money 
for  her  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Aye,  and  to  refufe  her  another  kindnefi  too  that 
fliall  be  namelefs  which  She  offer’d  me,  and  which  woud  have 
given  me  good  luck  in  horfc-flelh  too,  Zoz  I  was  a  modeft  fool 
that’s  truth  on  t. 

Cutr.  Well  well  Sir,  her  time  was  come  you  muft  think,  and 
we  are  all  Mortal  as  the  faying  is. 

SirCred.  Well  ^was  the  lovingft  titt,  — but  graft  and  hay  ftiea 
gon - where  be  her  fhooes  Curry  ? 

Curr.  Here  Sir,  her  Skin  went  for  good  Ale  at  Branford. 

[ogives  him  the  Jhooet. 

Sir  Cred.  Ah  !  how  often  has  fhe  carry *d  me  upon  thefe  fhooes 
to  Mother  Jumbles^  thou  remember  ft  her  handlbme  Daughter  and 
"What  pure  Ale  fhe  brew'd,  between  one  and  t’other  my  Rent  came 
Ihort  home  there,  but  let  that  pafi  too,  and  hang  fbrrow  as  thou 
fay  ft,  I  have  fomething  elfe  to  think  on. 

[Takes  hk  things  o'ut^  lays  them  upon  the  Table. 
And  Curry^  as  foon  as  I  am  dreft^  go  you  away  to  St.  Clements 
<Church-yard^  to  Jackfon  the  Cobler  there  ! 

Curr.  What  your  Dog-tutor  Sir } 

Sir  Cred.  Yes,  and  fee  how  my  whelp  proves  I  put  to  him  laft 
l^arlament. 

Curr.  Yes  Sir. .  * 

Enter  Leander  andfiarts  backjeeing  Sir  Cred. 

Sir  Cred.  And  ask  him  what  Gamefters  come  to  the  Ponds  now 
adays,  and  what  good  Dogs.  ' 

Curr.  Yes  Sir. 

Lean.  This  is  the  Beaft  Lodwick,  (poke  of  3  how  cou’d  I  laugh 
were  hedefign’d  for  any  but  Lucretia!  [Afide. 

Sir  Cred. 
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Sir  Grid.  And  doft  hear,  ask  him  if  he  have  not  Ibid  his  own 
Dog  Diver  with  the  white  Ear,  if  I  can  purchafe  him, and  my  own 
Dog  prove  right,  Tie  be  Duke  of  Ducking  Pond  ads  zoz. 

[^5/>  Cred.  drejjes  himfilf. 

Well,  I  think  I  fhall  be  fine  anon,  he. 

Curr,  But  zo  zo  Sir,  as  the  laying  is,  this  Suit  s  a  little  out  of 
fefhion,  ’twas  made  that  very  year  I  came  to  your  Worihip„ which 
is  five  Winters  and  as  many  Summers. 

Sir  Cred.  What  then  Mun,  I  never  wear  it  but  when  I  go  to  be 
drunk  and  give  my  Voice  for  a  Knight  o’th’  (hire,  and  here  at 
dofe  in  Term  time,  and  that  but  Eight  times  in  Eight  Vifits  to 
Eight  feveral  Ladies  to  whom  I  was  recommended. 

Lurr.  I  wonder  that  amongft  Eight  you  got  not  one  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Eight !  Zoz  I  have  had  Eight  fcore  Mun,  but  the 
Devil  was  in ’em,  they  were  all  fo  Forwardy  that  before  I  cou’d 
foal  and  deliver,  whip  quoth  Jethro.,  they  were  either  all  Married 
to  fome  body  elfe,  or  run  quite  away  5  fo  that  I  am  refolv’d  if 
this  lame  Lucretia  prove  not  right.  Tie  e’ne  forlwear  this  Town 
and  all  their  falle  Wares,  amongft  which  Zoz  I  believe  they  vent 
as  many  falle  Wives  as  any  Metropolitan  in  Chriftendom,  FI  lay 

that  for’t  and  a  Fiddle  fork  i’faith,  - come  give  me  my  Watch 

out,  — lb,  My  Diamond  Rings  too,  fo,  I  think  I  lhall  appear 
pretty  well  all  together  Curry.,  hah  ? 

Lean.  Like  fomething  Monftroufly  Ridiculous,  FI  be  Iworn. 

\^Afide. 

Curr.  Here’s  your  Purfe  of  broad  Gold' Sir,  that  your  Grand^ 
mother  gave  you  to  go  a  wooing  withall,  I  mean  to  fhow  Sir. 

Aye,  for  (he  charged  me  never  to  part  with  it, — Iby 
now  for  the  Ladyes.  [Shakes  his  Ribbons. 

Lod.  Leander,  what  mak’ft  thou  here,  like  Holy-day  Fool  ga-- 
zing  at  a  Monfter  ?  [^Enter  Lod  wick. 

Lean.  Yes,  and  one  I  hope  I  have  no  great  reafon  to  fear. 

Lod.  I  am  ofthy  opinion,  away,  my  mother’s  coming,  take  this 
opportunity  with  my  Sifter,  fhe’s  1  th’  Garden,  and  let  me  alone 
with  this  Fool,  for  an  Entertainment  that  fliall  (hew  him  all  at 
once,  away - -  [  Exit  Lean. 

Lod.  goes  in  to  Sir  Cred. 

Sir  Cred.  Lodwick^,  My  dear  Friend  !  and  little  (park  of  inge¬ 
nuity  !  - - Zoz  man  1  me  but  juft  come  to  Town.  [Imbrace. 


Lad.  Tis  a  joyful  hearing  Sir, 
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Sir  Cre,  Not  ib  joy  fill  neither  Sir,  when  you  fhall  know  Poor 
Gillian^  dead,  My  little  gray  Mare,  thou  knew’ft  her  mun,  Zoz 
*thas  made  me  as  Melancholy  as  the-  Drone  of  a  Lancajhire  Bag¬ 
pipe,  but  let  that  pals,  and  now  we  talk  of  my  Mare,  Zoz  I  long 
to  fee  this  Sifter  of  thine. 

L^?^..She’l  be  with  you  prefently  Sir  Credulous. 

Sir  Cre.  But  hark  ye,  Zoz  I  have  been  lb  often  fbb’d  off  in 
thefe  matters,  that  between  you  and  IrLodwick^  if  I  thought  I 
fhou*d  not  have  her ,  Zoz  Tde  ne’r  lofe  precious  time  about 
her. 

Lod.  Right  Sir,  and  to  fay  truth,  thefe  Women  have  lb  much 
Contradiftion  in  ’em,  that  ’tis  ten  to  one  but  a  man  fails  in  the 
Art  of  plealing> 

Sir  Cre.  Why  there’s  it, - therefore  prethee  dear  Lodwic^ 

tell  me  a  few  of  thy  Sifters  Humours,  and  if  I  fail,  —  then  Hang 
me  Ladies  at  your  door,  as  the  Song  fays. 

Lod.  Why  faith  Ihe  has  many  odd  Humours  hard  enough  to 
hit. 

Sir  Cre.  lor.  let’em  be  as  hard  as  Hercules  h\s  Labours  in  the 
Vale  of  BaJ/e^  Tie  not  be  frighted  from  attempting  her. 

Lod.  Why,  She’s  one  of  thdfe  fantaftick  Creatures  that  muft 
be  courted  her  own  way. 

Sir  Cre.  Why  let’s  hear  her  way. 

Lod.  She  muft  be  lurpris’d  with  ftrange  Extravagancies  whol¬ 
ly  out  of  the  Road  and  Method  of  common  Court-lhip. 

V  Sir  Cre.  Shaw,  is  that  all,  Zoz  I’m  the  beft  in  Chriftendom 

at  You’re  out  of  the  way  bus’neffes, - - Now  do  I  find  the 

realbn  of  all  my  ill  fuccels,  for  I  us’d  one  and  the  lame  method  to 
all  I  Courted,  whatever  their  Humours  were  5  Hark  ye,  prethee 
give  me  a  hint  or  two ,  and  let  me  alone  to  manage  mat¬ 
ters. 

Lod.  I  have  juft  now  thought  of  a  way  that  cannot  but 
take - 

Sir  Cre.  Zoz  out  with  it  man. 

Lod.  Why,  what  if  you  Ihould  reprefent  a  Dumb  Ambaffador 
from  the  Blind  God  of  Love. 

Sir  Cre.  How,  a  Dumb  Ambaffador  ?  Zoz  man  how  lhall  I 
deliver  my  Embaffy  then,  and  tell  her  how  much  I  love  her, 
— — befides  I  had  a  pure  Ipeech  or  two  ready  by  heart,  and  that 
will  be  quite  loft.  [Adde. 

Lod. 


Lod.  Phy,  phy  !  how  dull  you  are !  why;  you  (hall  do  it  by 
Signes,  and  Tie  be  your  Interpreter. 

Sir  Cre.  Why  faith  this  will  be  pure,  I  underftand  you  now, 
Zoz  I  am  old  Excellent  at  Signes,  — I  vow  this  will  be  rare. 

Lod,  It  will  not  fail  to  do  your  bus’nefi  if  well  manag’d,  — * 
but  ftay,  here’s  my  Sifter,'  on  your  life  not  a  fyllable. 

[E^iter  Lean.  Lucr.  a;:d  Ilab, 

Sir  Cre.  Tie  be  rackt  firft.  Mum  budget,  J  He  fads  hack  making 
— prethee  prelent  me,  I  long  to  be  at  it,fure.  t  Faces  and  Grimaces. 

Lod.  Sifter,  I  here  prefent  you  with  a  worthy  Knight,  ftruck 
dumb  with  Admiration  of  your  Beauty,  but  thafs  all  one,  he  is 
employ’d  Envoy  extraordinary  from  the  blind  God  of  Love,  and 
fince  like  his  young  Mailer  he  muft  be  defeftive  in  one  of  his 
Senles,  he  chofe  rather  to  be  Dumb  then  Blind. 

Lucr.  I  hope  the  fmall  Deity  is  in  good  health  Sir  ? 

Ifab.  And  his  Miftrels  PJjche  Sir?  ^He  Jmilesand  hows 

c  and  makes  Signes. 

Lod.  He  (ayes  that  PJyche  has  been  fick  of  late,  but  fomewhat 
recovered,  and  has  fent  you  for  a  ^Looking  every  word  upon  Sir 
token  a  pair  of  Jet  Bracelets,  and  i  Credulous  as  he  makes  jignes. 
a  Cambrick  Handkerchief  of  her  own  (pinning,  with  a  Sentence 
wrought  in  t  ;  Heart  in  hand^  at  thy  Command. 

Sir  Cred.  Zoz,  Lodwic!^  what  do  you  mean  ?  Tme  the  Son  of 
an  Egyptian  if  I  underftand  thee.  S  Puffs  himfffe  ftgnes  to 

c  him  to  hold  his  peace. 

Lod.  Come  Sir,  the  Tokens,  produce,  produce,  —  How ! 
Faith  I  am  forry  for  that  with  all  my  heart,  {He  faffs hack-yf^^king 

- he  (ayes - being  fomewhat  put  to’t  c  damnable  Signes. 

on  his  journey,  he  was  fore  t  to  Pawn  the  Bracelets  for  half  a 
Crown,  and  the  handkerchief  he  gave  his  Landlady  on  the  Road 
for  a  kindne(s  received, — this  ’tis  when  people  will  be  fooling, — 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  the  Devil’s  in  this  Lodwick^  for  miftaking  my 
Signes  thus,  hang  me  if  ever  I  thought  of  Bracelets  or  a  Hand- 
kerchiefj  or  ever  received  a  civility  from  any  Woman  breathing, 
— is  he  bewitch’t  trow  ?  {Jijide. 

Lean.  Lodwick,  you  are  miftaken  in  the  Knight  s  meaning  all 
this  while.  Look  on  him  Sir,— -do  not  you  guefi  from  that  look 
and  wrying  of  his  mouth,  that  you  miftook  the  Bracelets  for  Dia¬ 
mond  Rings,  which  he  hurnbly  begs.  Madam,  you  would  grace 
with  your  fair  hand, 

C  Lod. 
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Lod.  Ahj  I  perceive  it  plaini 

Sir  Cred  A  Pox  of  his  Complement.  Why  this  is  worle  than 
t’other,  —  What  fliall  I  do  in  this  cafe  ?  - —  (hould  I  fpeak  and 
undeceive  them,  they  would  (wear  *twere  to  fave  my  Gems;  and 
to  part  with  ’em  —  Zoz,  how  (imply  fhould  f  look  ?  —  but 
hang’t,  when  I  have  married  her  they  are  my  own  again. 

[G  ives  the  Rings  and  fulls  back^  into  Grimaces, 
L'eander  whifpers  to  Lodwick. 

Lod,  Enough,  — Then  Si(ier  fhe  has  fent  you  a  Purfe  of 

her  own  knitting,  full  of  broad  Gold, - 

Sir  Cre,  Broad  Gold  !  why,  what  a  pox  does  the  Man  Con¬ 
jure?  ■ 

Lod.  Which  Sifter  faith  you  muft  accept  of,  you  fee  by  that 
Grimace  how  much  ’twill  grieve  him  elfe. 

Sir  Cre.  A  pretty  civil  way  this  to  Rob  a  man,— - Why 

wick,^- - why  wh^t  a  Pox  will  they  have  no  mercy, - Zoz 

rie  (ee  how  far  they’l  drive  the  jeft. 

Gives  the  Gold^  ’  and  bowes  and  fir  apes  and  firews, 
Lod.  Say  you  (b  Sir  ?  Welld’le  fee  what  may  be  done,- — Sifter, 
behold  him,  and  take  pity  on  him,  he  has  but  one  more  hum- 
ble.requeft  to  make  you,  tis  to  receive  a  Gold  Watch  which  he 
de(igns  you  from  himfelf. 

Sir  Cre.  Why,  how  long  has  this  fellow  beenca  Conjurer  ?  for 
he  does  deal  with  the  Devil,  that’s  certain,— — - 

*  P fills  himi 

.  Lod.  Aye  do,  (peak  and  fpoil  all,  do. 

Sir  Cred.  Speak  and  fpoil  all  quoth  he  !  and  the  Deuce  take  me 
if  Tam  not  provok’t  to’t^  why,  how  the  Devil  fliould  he  light 
(lap  dafti,  as  they  (ay,  upon  every  thing  thus  ?  Well,  Zoz,  I  afnv 
relolv’d  to  give  it  her,  and  fhame  her  if  (he  have  any  confeience 
in  her.  \Gives  his  Watch  with  pitiful  Grimaces i 

'  Now  Sifter  you  muft  know  there’s  a  myftery  in  this 
Watch,  ’tis  a  kind  of  Hieroglyphick  that  will  iiiftrufl:  you  how  a 
Married  Woman  of  your  (^ality  ought  to  live* 

Sir  Cred.  How,  my  Watch  Myfteritsand  Hieroglyphicks!  the 
Devil  take  me  if  I  knew  any  fuch  vertues  it  had. 

^  \Thecy  are  uU  looking  on  the  Wat  chi 

Lod.  Beginning  at  Eight,  from  which  down  to  Twelvej  you 
ought  to  imploy  in  dreffing,  till  Two  at  Dinner,  till  Five  in  Vi- 
fitSj  till  Seven  at  the  Play,  till  Nine  i’th’ Park,  at  Ten  at  Sup¬ 
per 
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per  with  your  Lover,  if  your  Husband  be  at  home,  or.  kiep  his 
diftance,  which  hes  too  well  bred  not  to  do,  then  from  Ten  to 
Twelve  are  the  happy  hours  of  the  Bergere,  thofe  of  intire  en¬ 
joyment. — 

Sir  Cred.  Say  you  fo?  hang  me  if  I  (hall  not  go  near  to  think  I 
may  chance  to  be  a  Cuckold  by  the  (hift. 

Ifab.  Well  Sir,  What  itiuft  (he  do  from  Twelve  till  Eight  a- 
gain  ? 

Lod,  Oh  thofe  are  the  dullCon  jugal  hours  for  fleeping  with  her 
own  Husband,  and  dreaming  of  Joys  her  abfent  Lover  alone  can 
give  her* 

SirCred.  Nay  an  (he  be  for  fleeping,  Zoz,  I  am  as  good  at  that 
as  (he  can  be  for  her  heart,  or  ihoring  either. 

Lod.  But  I  have  done  5  Sir  Credulous  has  i  dumb  Oratioh  tO 
make  you  by  way  of  farther  Explanation. 

Sir  Cred.  A  dumb  Oration !  Now  do  I  know  no  more  howto 
(peak  a  dumb  Speech  than  the  Dog. 

Lucr.  Oh  I  love  that  fort  of  Eloquence  extteanily. 

I  told  you  this  would  take  her. 

Sir  Cred.  Nay,  I  know,  your  (ilent  Speeches  are  incoitipatabfe, 
and  I  have  ftch  a  Speech  in  my  head. - 

Lod.  Your  Poftures^  your  Poftures^  begin  Sir- 
^  '  fHe  puts  hthijelf  ihto  a  lready 

'■  ^Pofiure  as  if  hevpouldfpeak^^ 

^but  onely  Makes  faces. 

E^terV^e. 

Pag.  Sir,  My  Lady  defires  to  (peak  with  you.  [To  Lean. 

Lea/^.  rie  wait  oti  her^  •—  a  Devil  on’t;  ^ ^ 

Pag.  I  have  command  to  bring  you  Sir,  inft^tntly. 

Leait.  This  is  ill  luck  Madam,  I  catinot  fee  the  Farce  out,  Tic 
wait  on  you  as  foon  as  my  good  fortune  will  permit  me. 

Goes  out. 

Lncr.  Hes  going  to  my  Mother,  Atox  Ifabetla  let  s  go  and  hin¬ 
der  their  difcourfe  :  Farewel  Sir  Ambaftador,  pray  remember  us 
to  PJyche^  not  forgetting  the  little  Blind  Archer,  ha  ha  ha,  — 

^  \Ex.  laughing. 

Sir  Cred.  So,  I  have  undone  all,  they  are  both  gone,  flown  I 
proteft  ^  Why  what  a  Devil  ail’d  em?  now  have  I  been  dumb  all 
thik  while  to  no  pUrpofe  ^  you  too  never  told  her  my  mean¬ 
ing  rights  as  I  hope  to  breath,  had  any^  but  your  felf  done  this^  I 

G  2  (hould 
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flioiild[^haye  Iworn  by  Helicon  and  all  the  reft  of  the  Devils,  you 
had  had  a  defign  to  have  abus’d  me,  and  cheated  me  of  all  my 
Movables  too. 

Lod,  What  a  hopefull  projeft  vi^as  here  defeated  by  my  raiP 
xtake !  but  Courage  Sir  Crednlou^^Ylt  put  you  in  a  way  (hall  fetch 
all  about  again. 

;  Sir  Cred,  Say  you  (b  ?  ah  dear  Lodwick^  let  me  hear  it<. 

Lod.  Why,  you  (hall  this  night  give  your  Miftrefs  a  Sere¬ 
nade. 

Sir  Cred,  How  !  a  Serenade  ! 

Lod.  Yes,  but  it  muftbe  perform’d  after  an  Extravagant  mari¬ 
ner,  none  of  your  dull  Amorous  night-walking  noiles  fo  familiar 
in  this  Town,  Lucre tia  loves  nothing  but  what’s  great  and  Extra¬ 
vagant,  and  pafles  the  reach  of  Vulgar  practice. 

Sir  Cred,  What  think  you  then  of  a  ulent  Serenade  ?  Zoz  lay 
but  the  word  and  it  (hall  be  done  man,  let  me  alone  for  Frolicli 
i’faith.  .  , 

Lod.  A  filentone?  no  thatstQweata  good  Humour,  to  the 
ftumps  5  I  woud  have  this  want  for  no  noife,  the  Extreams  of 
thefe  two  addreffes  will  fet  off  one  another. 

Sir  Cred.  Say  you  fb  ?  what  think  you  then  of  the  Bagpipe, 
Tongs  and  Gridiron,  Cat-calls  and  loud  founding  Cymballs  ? 

Lod.  Naught,  naught,  and  of  known  ufe,  you  might  as  well 
treat  her  with  Viols  and  Flute-doux,  which  were  enough  to  dif- 
oblige  her  for  ever. 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  what  think  you  then  of  the  King  of  B  tntan/s 
ownMufick?  .  ’  ■ 


Lod.  How!  the  King  of Mufick  f  ^ 

Sir  Cred.  Aye  Sir,  the  King  of  Bantams  a  Friend'  of  mine 
had  a  Prefent  font  him  from  thence,  a  moft  unheard  of  curiofity 
rie  aflure  you. 

Lod.  That,  that  by  all  means  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Well,  Til  go  borrow  ’em  prefontly. 

Lod.  You  muft  provide  your  fclf  of  a  Song.. 

Sir  Cred.  A  Song  !  hang’t  ’tis  but  rummaging  the  Play-Books,, 
ftealing  thence  is  Lawfull  Prize  — Well  Sir  Cred.  your  forvant. 

Q  Exit. 

Enter  Leander. 

Lod.  I  hope-’twill  be  ridiculous  enough,  and  then  the  QevUs 
Hi’t  if  it  do  not  doe  his  Bufinefi  with  my  Mother,  for  ftie  hates 

all 


all  impertinent  Noifes  but  what  fhe  makes  her  felf.  She’s  now 
going  to  make  a  Vifit  to  your  Uncle  ,  purpofely  to  give  me  an 
opportunity  to  Ifabella,  s 

Lean.  And  Tme  ingag’d  to  wait  on  *  her  thither,  file  defigne 
to  carry  the  Fiddles  too,  he’s  Mad  enough  already  ,  but  ftch  a 
Vifit  will  fit  him  for  Bedlam. 

Lod.  No  matter,  for  you  have  aH  a  lewd  hand  with  him^  be¬ 
tween  his  continual  imaginary  fickneli,  and  perpetual  Phyfick, 
a  man  might  take  more  Pleafiire  in  an  Hofpital.  What  the  Devil 
did  he  marry  ayoung  Wife  for  ?  and/  they  (ay  a  hand(bme  crear 

ture  toOi  .  ‘ 

Lean.  To  keep  up  his  Title  of  Cuckold  I  think,  for  fik-has 
beauty  enough  for  temptation  ,  and  no  doubt  makes  the  right 
u(e  on’t :  wou’d  Icoud  know  it,  that  I  might  prevent  her  cheat¬ 
ing  my  Uncle  longer  to  my  undoing. 

Lod.  She’ll  be  cuniiing  dnough  for  that,  if  (he  have  wit ;  but 
now  thou  talk’d  of  intrigues^  when  diiA^i  i&QWittmore  .<?  that 
Rogue  has  fome  lucky  Haunt  which  we  muft  find  out. But 
my  Mother  expeds  your  attendance.  Fie  go  (eek  my  Sifter,  and 
make  all  the  Intereft  there  I  can  for  yoUjWhilft  you  pay  me  in  the 
lame  Coin  to ^  ^  \^AdkHi, 

r  Truft  my  Friend  (hip  ■  {^Exmnt  fever  ally*. 

The  End  of  the  Eirfi  A&, 


ACT  E 


ii. 


SCENE  I.  A  Garden. 


Enter  Lady  Fancy,  Wktmpte  andMmndy. 


^///•  T^Nough  my  Charming  Miftrils,  you’ve  let  my  Soul  ar 
lij  Pcace,and  chas  d  away  thofe.  Fears  and  Doubts  my  Jea- 
Toufy  created  there.;  "  , 

Mann.  Mr.  latisfy’d  of  your  conftancy  Madam,, 

though  had  t  been  your  Lady  (hip,  I  Ihould  have  giyen  him 

C  3  mote^ 


j  4  Sit. Patient  Fancy. 

iiiore  fubftantiall  Pjx>of,  which  yo  might  yet  doc,  if  you  woii^ 
make  handfom  ufe' of  yout  time.  .  > 

Witt.  Maundy  advifes  well  my  Deareft,  let’s  Withdraw  to  yon¬ 
der  Covert  Arbour,  whole  kind  fhades  will  fecure  us  a  happineft 
that  Gods  might  envy.  i  [^Offers  to  lead  her  out. 

La.  Fan.  I  dare  not  for  the  world.  Sir  Patient  is  now  afleep, 
and  ’tis  td  thofe  few  Minutes  we  are  oblig’d  for  this.injoy- 
ment,  which  ftiou’d  Love  make  us  tfanfgrefi,  and  he  fhou’d 
wake  and  furprize  us,  we  were  undone  for  ever  5  no  let  us  im- 
ploy  this  little  time  we  have  in  confiilting  how  we  may  be  of¬ 
ten  happy,  and  ftcurely  fo  :  oh  how  I  languifli  for  the  dear  op- 
•  portunity'l  ’  v  ‘ 

'^itt.  And  cou’d  youguefs  what  torments  I  have  (ufFer’d  in! 
thefe  few  Fatal  Months  that  have  divided  us,  thou  woud’ft 
pity  me. 

^r^LaiFan.rf^hutto  our  bufinefi^  for  though  I  amyet  unfulpeded 
by  my  Husband,  lain 'eternally  plagtfd  with  his  company,  he’s 
fo'  fbnd  of  me,  he  fcarce  gives  the  time  to  write  to  thee,  he  waits 
on  me  from  room’  to  room,  hands  me  in  the  Garden,  fhoulders 
me  in  the  Belcony,  nay  does  the  office  of  my  women,  dreffes  and 
undreffes  me,  and  does  fo  (mirk  at  his  handy- work  !  in  fine,  dear 
Wittntore^  I  am  impatient  till  I  can  have  left  of  his  company,  and 
more  of  thine. 

Witt.  Does  he  never  goe  out  of  Town  * 

La.  Fan.  Nevet  "without  ""me. 

Witt.  Nor  to  Church  ?  - 

La.  Fan.  To  a  meeting^houfe  you  mean,  arid  then  too  carries 
me,  and  is  as  vainly  proud  of  me  as  of  his  Rebellious  opinion,  for 
his  Religion  means  nothirig  but  that^  and  Contradiction  5  which 
I  (eem  to  like  too,  fince  ’tis  the  beft  cloak  I  can  put  on  to 
cheat  him  with.  . 

Witt.  Right  my  fair  HjTocrite. 

La.  Fan.  But  dear  Wittmore.^  there’s  nothing  (o  Comicall  as 
to  hear  me  Carlt^  and  even  cheat  ctBdfe-  knaV^es  the  Preachers 
themfelves  that  delude  the  Ignorant  Rabble. 

Witt.:  What  Miracles  cannot  your  Eyes  ahd  Tongue  perform ! 

Fm.  Juc%e  ’  what  a  fine  -  life  I  -  le^'^th^  while,  to  be 
fet  up  with  an  old  Formal  Doating  fick  Hufbaud,  ‘^nd  a 'Herd 
ofrr&ivelling  grinning  Hypocrites  that  caft  themfelv^  the  teach¬ 
ing  Saints,  who  under  pretence'  of  fecuring  me  to  the  number 

of 
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of  their  Flock j  do  fo  ffieer  upon  me,  pat  Breafts  and 
fyr  fy  upon  this  feftion  of  tempt idg  Nakednefi. 

/  ,  \^.thfpHgb  the  nofe. 

Witt,  Dear  Creature,  how  cou  d  we  laugh  at  thy  new  way 
of  living,  had  we  but  fome  minutes  allow'd  us  to  in  joy  that  plea- 
liire  alone. 

La,  Far/,  Think,  dear  Wittmore  think,  and  I  have 

thought  over  all  our  devices  to  no  purpofe.  t  ’ 

Witt,  Pox  on't  Fme  the  dulleft  Dog  at  Plotting,  Thinking,  in 
the  world,  I  (hould  have  made  a  damnable  111  Town  Poet  5  has 
he  quite  left  off  going  to  the  Change? 

La,.  Far/,  Oil,  he's  growa  Cautioufliy  rich,,  and  will  venture 
none  of  his  fubftantiall  ftock  in  tranfitory  Tra9ick. 

Witt,  Has  he  no  Mutinous  Caball,  nor  Coffee-houles,  where  he 
goes  religioufly  tocon&lt  the  welUare  of  the  Nation? 

La,  Far/,  His  iraagind  facknefs  has  made  this  their  Rendef - 
vou;^, 

Witt,  When  he  goes  tor  his  blind  Devotion,-  cannot  youprcT- 
tend  to  be  (ick  ?  that  qi^y  give  us  at  kaft  two  or  three  opportu-i 
nkies  to  begin  with.  ^ 

T^aiFar/,  Oh  !  then  I  ihould  be  plagu'd  with  continual  Phyfick 
and  Extempore  Prayer  till  I  wetre  fick  indeed. 

fT/V/.  Damn  the  Humorous*  Coxconibe  and  all  his  Family,,, 
what  thall  we  do?  ,  r  /, 

La.  Fa,  Not  all,  for  he  has  a  D^ught^r  that  has  good  Humour^, 
Wit,  and  Beauty.enough  to  laveher,  —  ftay  -- — that  has  jogg’d<> 
a  thought  as  the  learned  lay,  which  muft  jogg  on,  till  the  motion 
have .  prod uc’t  fbmething  worth >  my:  thiiiki?ng,  -  : 

t  h  Roger  running* 

Maur/,  Ads  me.here’s  danger  near,  ojur  Scout  comes  infuch. 
haft.  ' 

La,F a.  Roger ^  whaf s  the  matter  ? 

Rjog.  My  Mafter,  IVkdam,  is  dkp  from  Qeep,  and  is  come  into, 
dio  Garden,  Scje  Madam  he  $  here-,  ‘5  ; 

La,  Fa,  What  an  unlucky  accident  was  thk  ?' 
i  Witf  ,  .  What  (hall  Irdo  ?  \i$  top  late  to  pbfcure  my  felf. 

La.  Fa,  He  fee’s  you  already  through  the  Trees, here; - 

keep  your  diftance,  your  Hat  under  your  Arm,  (b,  be  very  Ce*- 
remonious  whilft  I  (^tk;  — 
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Man^.  Well,  there  never  came  good  of  Lovers  that  were  gi¬ 
ven  to  too  much  talking  3  had  you  been  filently  kind  all  this 
while,  you  diad  been  willing  to  have  parted  by  this  time. 

E^ter  Sir  Patient  a  Night-gomiy  reading  a  Bill. 

Sir  Pat.  Hum,  —  Twelve  Purges  for  this  prelent  January 
as  I  take  it,  good  Mr.  Dodor,  I  took  but  Ten  in  all  December^ 

- -by  this  Rule  I  am  ficker  this  Month  than  I  was  the  laft, 

- and  good  Mafter  Apothecary  mcthinks  your  Prizes  are 

fomewhat  to  high,  at  this  rate  no  body  woud  be  fick - Here 

Rog  er^  fte  it  paid  however, — Ha,  hum.  [Sees  *em  and Jlarts  back. 
Whafs  here,  my  Lady  Wife  entertaining  a  lewd  fellow  of  the 
Town?  a  flaunting  Cap  and  Feather  Blade? 

La.  Fa.  Sir  Patient  eannot  now  be  Ipoken  with.  But  Sir, 
that  which  I  was  going  juft  now  to  fay  to  you,  was,  that  it  would 
be  very  convenient  in  my  opinion  to  make  your  addrefles  to 

Ifabella^  - - ’twill  give  us  opportunities.  [^A/tdeJ  We  Ladies 

love  no  impofition,  this  is  Counfel  my  Husband  perhaps  will 
not  like^  but  I  would  have  all  Women  chufe  their  Man,  as  I  have 
done,  —  my  dear  Wittmore.  j^de. 

Sir  Pat.  I  profefi  ingenuoufly  an  excellent  good  Lady  t^is  of 
mine,  tho*  I  do  not  like  her  Counfel  to  the  young  man,  -vi^hom 
I  perceive  would  be  a  fuiter  to  my  Daughter  Ifabella. 

Wit.  Madam,  (hould  I  follow  my  inclinations,  I  fhould  pay 
my  vows  nowhere  butthere,  —  but  I  am  inform’d  Sir  Patient 
is  a  man  fb  pofitively  refblv  d. - 

La.  Fa.  That  you  fhould  love  his  Wife.  [_AJide. 

Wit.  And  rie  comply  with  that  refblve  of  his,  and  neither 
Love  nor  Marry  I/abella^  without  his  ^  Permiflion,  and  I  doubt 

not  but  I  (hall  by  my  refpeds  to  him  gain  his  confent, - to 

Cuckold  him.  \Jiftde. 

Sir  Pat.  I  profefs  ingenuoufly  a  very  difcreet  young  man. 

Wit.  But  Madam,  when  may  I  promife  my  felf  the  fatisfaftion 
of  coming  again?  For  Tme  impatient  for  the  fight  and  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  the  fair  perfbn  I  love. 

La.  Fa.  Sir,  You  may  come  at  night,  and  fbmething  I  will 
doe  by  that  time  (hall  certainly  give  you  that  accefi  you  wifh 
for.  c 

May  I  depend  upon  that  happinefs  ? 

La.  Fa.  Oh,  doubt  not  my  power  over  Sir  Patient. 

Sir 


Dir  rattem  r  ancy. 


Sir  Pat.  My  Lady  Fancy ^  you  promife  largely. 

La,  Fa,  Sir  Patient  here  ? 

Wit.  A  Devil  on  him,  wou’d  I  were  well  off,  now  muft  I  dip 
fcmble,  profefi,  and  lye  moft  confoundedly. 

Sir  Pat.,  Your  Servant  Sir,  your  Servant' —  My  Lady  Fancy^ 
your  Ladiftiip  is  well  entertain’d  I  lee,  have  a  care  you  make 
me  not  Jealous,  my  Lady  Fancy. 

La.  Fa.  Indeed  I  have  given  you  caule  Sir  Patient^  for  I  have 
been  entertaining  a  Lover,  and  o^e  you  muft  admit  of  too. 

Sir  Pat.  Say  you  fo,  my  Lady  Fancy} - Well  Sir,  I  am  a 

man  of  Reafon,  and  if  you  (hew  me  good  caufes  why,  can  bid 
you  welcbm ,  for  I  do  nothing  without  Reafon  aud  Precau¬ 
tion. 

Wit.  Sir  I  have.  — ^ 

Sir  Pat.  I  know  what  you  wou*d  lay  Sir,  few  words  denoteth 
a  wife  head,  —  you  wou  d  fay  that  you  have  an  ambition  to  be 
my  Son  in  Law. 

Witt.  You  guefs  moft  right  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Nay  Sir,  Tie  warrant  Fie  read  a  man  as  well  as  the  ' 
beft,  I  have  ftudied  it. 

Witt.  Now  Invention  help  me  or  never. 

Sir  Pat.  Your  Name  I  pray  ?  5  P  fitting  off  hk  Hat  grave- 

Witt.,  Fain-Love^  Sir.  i  ly  at  every  word. 

Sir  Pat.  Good  Mr.  Fain-Love^  your  Countrey  ? 

Witt.  Forklhire^  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  What,  not  Mr.  Fain-Love* s  Son  o(lCor!{fbire^  who 
was  Knighted  in  the  good  days  of  the  late  Lord  Proteftor? 

lOffhisH^. 

Witt.  The  fame  Sir, - f  am  in,  but  how  to  come  off  again 

the  Devil  take  me  if  I  know. 


Sir  Pat.  He  was  a  man  of  admirable  Parts,  believe  me,  a  no¬ 
table  head- piece,  a  Publick-fpirited  Perfon,  and  a  good^  Com¬ 
monwealths  man,  that  he  was,  on  my  word,  —  Your  Eftate  Sir , 
I  pray  ?  [  Hat  off. 

Witt.  I  have  not  impair'd  it  Sir,  and  I  prefume  you  know  its 

value?  For  Fme  a  Dog  if  I  doe. - - 

Sir  Pat.  O’  my  word  'tis  then  confiderable  Sir,  for  he  left  but 
one  Son,  and  Fourteen  hundred  Pounds  per  annum^  as  I  take  it, 
which  Son  I  hear  is  lately  come  from  Geneva^  whither  he  was 
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lent  for  vertuous  Education.  I  anvgladof  your  Arrival  Sir,  — 
Your  Religion  I  pray  ? 

Witt.  You  cannot  doubt  my  Principles,  Sir,  fince  educated  at 
Geneva. 

Sir  Pat.  Your  Father  was  a  difcreet  Man,  ah  Mv.  Fain-love^ 
he  and  I  have  leen  better  dayes,  and  wiflr  we  cou'd  have  fore- 
feen  thefe  that  are  arriv’d.  ' 

Witt.  That  he  might  have  turn  d  honeft  in  time,  he  means,  be^ 
fore  he  Uad  purchasd  Biftiops  Lands.  - 

Sir  Pat.  Sir,  ITqu  have  no  Place,  Office,  Dependance  or  At- 
ter^ance  at  Court  I  hope  ? 

Witt.,  None  Sir —  Wou'd  }  had,  - - fo  you  were  bang'd. 

La,  Fa.  Nay  Sir,  you  may  believe,  I  knew  his  Capacities  and 
Abilities  before  I  would  encourage  his  Addreffes. 

Sir  Pat.  My  Lady  Fancy^  you  are  a  difcreet  Lady  5  —  Well 
rie  marry  h?r  put  of  band  to  prevent  Mr.  Lodme^s  hopes,  for 
tho’  the  young  man  may  defcrve  well,  that  mother. :of  bis  1-te 
have  nothing  to  do  with,  fince  (he  refufed  to  marry  my  Ne- 

e. 


Enter  Fany.  ,  ’ 

_  ♦  ' 

Fa/;.  Sir  Father,her€  s  my  Lady  YLmmU  and  her  Famity  come 

to  lee  you.  j 

Sir  Pat.  How!  her  whole  Farndy  1  I  am  come  to  keep  open 
Houle  5  very  fine,  her  whole  Family  !  (he’s  Plague  enough  to 
mortify  any  good  Chriftian,  —  tell  her,  my  Lady  and  I  am  gon 
forth  ^  tell  her  any  thing’ toi  keep  her  away.  '  y  / 

Fa/y,  Shpu’d  I  tell  a  lye  Sir  Father,  and  to  a  Lady  of  her  Qua¬ 
lity?  •  ' 

Sir  Pat.  Her  Quality  and  fhe  are  a  Cpuple  of  impertinent  j 
things,  which  are  very  troublefome,  and  npt  to  be  indur’d  I  take 

It,  .  ,  ;  •  ■  ‘  _ 

Fan.  Sir,  we  fhou’d  bear  with  things  we  do  npt  love  fome- 
times,  ’tils  a  fort  of  trial  Sir,  a  kind  of  mortification  fit  for  a  good 
Chriftian, 

Sir  Pat.  Why,  what  a  notable  talking  B^lggage  is  this !  How 
came  you  by  this  Poftrine  ? 

Fan.  I  remember, Sir,  you  Preach’d  it  once  to  my  Sifter,  when 
the  old  Alderman  was  the  Text,  whom  you  exhorted  her:  to 
marry,  but  the  wicked  Creature  made  ill  ufe  on  t. 

'  Sir  \\ 
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Srr  Pat.  Go  your  way  for  a  Prating  Hufwife,  go  ,  and  (rail 
your  Sifter  hither.  [^Exit  Fanny.*]  - — —  Well  I’me  refolv’d  to 
leave  this  Town,  nay,  and  the  World  too,  rather  than  be  tor¬ 
mented  thus. 

La.  Fa.  Whafs  the  matter  Dear,  thou  doft  fb  fret  thy  lelf ? 

Sir  Pat.  The  matter !  my  houfe,  my  houfe  is  hefieged  with 
impertinence,  the  intolerable  Lady,  Madam  Romancey  that  walk¬ 
ing  Library  of  Profane  Books  is  come  to  vifit  me. 

L,a.  Fa.  My  Lady  Kjnovpell^ 

Sir  Pat.  Yes,  that  Lady  of  eternal  noife  and  hard  word^ 

La.  Fa.  Indeed  ’tis  with  pain  I  am  oblig’d  to  be  civil  to  her, 
but  I  confider  her  Quality,  her  Husband  was  too  an  Alderman 
your  friend,  and  a  great  Ay  and  no  Man  i’th’  City,  and  a  painful 
promoter  of  the  good  Caufe. 

Sir  Pat.  But  ftie  s  a  Fop,  my  Lady  Fancy^  and  ever  was  fo  5 
an  idle,  conceited  ftie  Fop  ,  and  has  vanity  and  tongue  enough 
to  debauch  any  Nation  under  Civil  Government ;  but*,  Patience, 
thou  artavertue,  and  Affliftibn  will  come,  — — ^Ah  Tfiie  vfery 
fick,  alas  I  have  not  long  to  dwell  amongft  the  Wicked,  Oh,  oh. 
—  Roger yis  the  Dodor  come  ? 

E^ter  Roger. 

Rog^  No  Sir,  but  he  has  fent  you  a  finall  draught  of  a  Pint, 
which  you  are  to  take  and  move  upon  t.  v 

Sir  Pat.  Ah,  — —  Well  Tie  in  and  take  it  5  — -  Ah  Sir,  I 

crave  your  Patience  for  a  moment,  for  I  defign  you  ftiail  foe  my 
Daughter,  Tie  not  make  long  work  on’tSir,  alas  I  would  dilpoie 
of  her  before  I  die,  Ah, —  fie  bring  her  to  you  Sir,  Ah,  Ah.  — 

Q  Qoes  oMt'  Roger. 

La.  Fa.  He's  always  th\is  when  vilited,  to  five^  charges,  — 
But  how  dbar  Wittmore  carnR  thou  to  think  of  a  Name  and 
Countrey  fo  readily  .> 

Witt.  Egad  I  was  at  the  height  of  my  invention,  and  the  Al¬ 
derman  civilly  and  kindly  affiftedme  with  the  rfeft  y'  btit  how  to 
undeceive  him,'--.- -  ^  ' 

La.  Fa.  Take  no  care  for  that,  in  the  itidail  tinie  youl  be 
fhrewdly  hurt  to  have  the  way  laid  open  to  our  enjoyment,  and 
that  by  my  Husbands  procurement  too  :  but  take  heed  dear 

whilft  you  only  defign  to  feign  a  Court (h}jj>,'ybd  do  jt  not 
in  good  earneft:  j  ,  i 

^  D  2 


Win. 


2  0  S\t  Vatierrt  Fancy. 

Unkind  Creature! 

La.  Fa.  I  ^ou*d  not  have  you  indanger  her  heart  neither  : 

for  thou  haft  Charmes  will  do*t. - -Prethee  do  not  put  on  thy 

beft  looks,  nor  (peak  thy  (bfteft  language  5  for  if  thou  doft,  thou 
canft  not  fail  to  undoe  her. 

Witt.  Well  my  pretty  Flatterer,  to  free  her  heart  and  thy 
(iilpicions,  Tie  make  fuch  auRward  Love  as  (hall  perfwade  her, 
however  (he  chance  to  like  my  Per(bn,  to  think  moft  lewdly 

of  my  parts, - But  *tis  fit  I  take  my  leave,  for  if  Lodmck^ 

or  Leander  fee  me  here,  all  will  be  ruin  d,  death  I  Had  forgot 
that. 

^  La.Fa.  Leander  s  feldom  at  home,  and  you  muft  time  your 
Vifits:  but  fee  Sir  Patient's  return’d,  and  with  him  your  new 
Miftrefs. 

» 

Enter  Sir  Patient  and  Ilabella. 

Sir  Pat.  Here’s  my  Daughter  Mx.  Fain-love  :  (he’I 

lervefor  a  Wife,  Sir,  astimes  goes  but  I  hope  you  are  none  of 

thofe,- - Sweet-heart  — —  this  Gentleman  I  have  defign’d 

you,  he’s  rich  and  young,  and  I  am  old  and  (ickly,.  and  juft 
going  out  of  the  world ,  and  would  gladly  (ee  thee  in  fife 
bands.  ■;  ►  *  • 

Maun,  tie  has  been  juft  going  this  twenty  Ye'ars.  [Afide. 

^  Sir  Pat.  I  Therefore  1  command  you  to.  receive  die  tenders  of 
his  Affefition. 

Enter  Fany. 

Fan.  Sir  Father,  my  Lady  K.noweU%  in  the  Garden... 

JVIy  Dear,we  muft  gomeet  her  in  decency. 

Sir  Pat.  A,  hard  cafe  a  man  cannot  be  fick  in  quiet. - - - 

Q  Goes  outi 

I  fab.  A  Husband,  and  that  not  Heaven  forbid. 

lAftde. 

VVitt,  ^Nqw  Foppery  affift  to  make  me  very  ridiculous. - 

t)eath  (he’s  very  pretty  and  inviting,  what  an  infenfible.  Dog 
fhall  I  be  counted  to  refufe  the, enjoyment  of  (b  fair,  (o  new  a 
Creature,  and  who  is.like  to  be  thrown  into  my  Arms  too  whe¬ 
ther:  I.  will  or  not.^  — - -  but  COnlcience  and  my.  vows  to  the 

fair  Mother :  No  1  will  be  honeft,! - Madam,.  —- —  as  Gad 

(hall  five  me,  I’methe  Son  ofa  Whore,  if  you  are  not  the  moft 
Bell  Perfbn  I  ever  fi vv,  and .  if  I  be  not  damnably  in  love  with  . 

you. 
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you,  but  a  pox  take  all  tedious  Courtfhip,  I  have  a  free-born 
and  generous  Spirit,  and  as  I  hate  being  confin’d  to  dull  cring¬ 
ing,  whining,  flattering  ,  and  the  Devil  and  all  of  Foppery, 
lb  when  I  give  an  heart  Fme  an  Infidel,  Madam,  if  I  do  not 
love  to  do*t  frankly  and  quickly,  that  thereby  I  may  oblige 
the  Beautiful  receiver  of  my  Vows,  Proteftations,  Paffions,  and 
Inclination. 

IfdL  You’re  wonderfull  ingaging  Sir,  and  I  were  an  Ingrate 
not  to  facilitate  a  return  for  the  Honour  you  are  pleas’d  to  do 
me. 

Witt.  Upon  my  Reputation,  Madam,  you’re  a  civil  well-bred 
Perfon^  you  have  all  the  Agreemony  of  your  Sex,  La  Bell  Talie^ 
la  Boon  Mien.^  ^  reparteet  bien^  and  are  tout  oue  toore^  as  I’me  a 

Gentleman,  fort  agreeable.  - - If  this  do  not  pleafe  your  Lady, 

and  Naufeate  her,  the  Devil’s  in  ’em  both  for  unreafonable  Wo¬ 
men.  -  [  To  Maund. 

Fan.  Gemini  Sifter,  does  the  Gentleman  Conjure? 

Ifab.,  I  know  not,  but  I’me  fore  I  never  law  a  more  affeded 
Fop. 

maun.  Oh  a  damnable  impertinent  Fop,  ’tis  pity  ,  for  he’s  a 
proper  Gentleman. 

Witt.  Well  if  I  do  hold  out,  Egad  I  fhall  be  the  braveft  young 
fellow  in  Chriftendome :  but  Madam,  I  muft  kifi  your  hand  at 
prelent,  I  have  fome  Vifits  to  make.  Devoirs  to  pay ,  necefli- 
ties  of  Gallantry  only,  no  Love  ingagement  by  Madam,  it 
is  fofficient  I  have  given  my  Parole  to  your  Father  to  do  him  the 
honour  of  my  Alliance  5  and  an  unneceflary  Jealoufie  will  but 
difoblige  Madam  your  flave—— Death  thefe  Rogues  wilLlee  me 
and  I’me  undone.^ —  \Fxin. 

f 

f  ■  ' 

Enter  Lady  Fancy,  Lady  Rnowell,  Sir  Credulous 
and  Lucr.  with  other  women  and  men. 

La,  Kno.'  IfibeHa^  your  fervant,  Madam,  being  fonfible  ofthc 
infociable  and  folitary  life  you  lead  ,  I  have  brought  my  whole* 
Family  to  wak  on  your  Ladyfhip ,  and  this  my  Son  m  Futuroy 
to  kils  your  hands,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfliip  to  know  him  for^ 
your  humble  fervant:  my  Son  and  your  Nephew  Madam  are 
coming,  with  the  Mufick  too,  we  mean  to  pafi  the  whole  day; 
with  your  Ladyftiip  ;  .—and  fee  they  are  here. 


Enter 


E^fer  Lodwick  ^nUifig  in  Wittmore,  Leander  mth  them^ 

Lod.  Nay  fince  we  have  met  thee  fo  luckily,  you  muftback 
with  ns. 

Witt.  You  muft  excufe  me  Gentlemen. 

Lod.  We  le  (how  ye  two  or  three  fine  women. 

Witt.  Death  thefe  Rogues  will  ruine  me - but  I  have  buG- 

nefi  Gentlemen  that - 

Lea?/.  That  muft  not  hinder  you  from  doing  deeds  of  Charity, 
we  are  all  come  to  teaze  my  Uncle,  and  you  muft  affift  at  fo  good 
a  work — come  gad  thou  ftialt  make  love  to  my  Aunt,  —  I  wou’d 
he  wou’d  efFettually.  \iAJide.^ 

Lod.  Now  I  think  on’t,  what  the  Devil  doft  thou  make 
here  ? 

Witt.  Here  ?  — oh  Sir— a —  I  have  a  defign  upon  the  Aider- 
man. 

Lod.  Upon  his  handfbme  Wife  thou  meaneft?  ah  Rogue  ! 

Witt.  Faith  no, — a — "tis  to — borrow  Mony  of  him,  and  as  I 
take  it  Gentlemen  you  are  not  fit  perfbns  for  a  man  of  Credit  to 
be  feen  with,  I  pals  for  a  graver  man. 

Lod.  Well  Sir,  take  your  Courfe — but  egad  he’le  (boner  lend 
thee  his  wife  than  his  Money.  \^Ex.  Witt,  thej/  come  in. 

Lean.  Aunt  I  have  taken  the  boldnels  to  bring  a  Gentleman 
of  my  aquaintance  to  kils  your  Ladifhips  hands. 

Lod.  Thy  Aunt !  — death  (he’s  very  handfbm,  — Madam  your 
moft  humble  (ervant. 

Lean.  Prethee  imploy  this  Fool  that  I  may  hare  an  opportuni¬ 
ty  .to  entertain  thy  Sifter. 

Lod.  Sir  Crednlou^^vfhzt  not  a  word?  not  a  Complement?  hah — 
be  brisk  man,  be  gay  and  witty,  talk  to  the  Ladies. 

Sir  Cred.  Talk  to  ’em  ?  why  what  (hall  I  fay  to  ’em  ? 

Lod.  Any  thing  fo  it  be  to  little  purpofe.  r 

Sir  Cred.  Nay  Sir,  let  me  alone  for  that  matter — but  who  are 
they  prethee  ? 

Lod.  Why  that’s  my  Lady  Fancy ^  and  thaf  s  her  Daughter  id 
Law,(alute  "em  Man. — 

Sir  Cred.  Fair  Lady^  — I  do  proteft  and  vow,  you  are  the 
moft  beautifull  of  all  Mothers  in  Law ,  and  the  World  cannot 
produce  your  equall. 

Liod. 
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Lod.  The  Rogue  has  but  one  method  for  all  Addrefles. 

[  They  laugh. 

La.  Kfi.  Oh  ablurd  !  this  Sir  is  the  beautifull  Mother  in  Law. 

[To  La.  Fancy. 

SirCred.  Moft  Noble  Lady,  I  cry  you  mercy,  [Enter  SrrVstt. 
Then  Madam  as  the  Sun  amongft  the  Stars,  or  rather  as  the  Moon 
not  in  conjundion  with  the  Sun  but  in  her  oppofition,  when 
one  riles  the  other  lets,  or  as  the  Vulgar  rail  it  Full  moon — I  (ay 
as  the  Moon  is  the  moft  beautifull  of  all  the  fparkling  lights, 
even  £6  are  you  the  moft  accompliftit  Lady  under  the  Moon — 
and  Madam,  I  am  extreamly  fenflble  of  your  Charms  and  Cele* 
ftial  Graces.  ^  Kabcllai 

Sir  Pat.  Why  this  is  abominable  and  infoppbrtable. 

Lncr.  I  find  Sir,  you  can  talk  to  purpole  when  you  begin 
©ncc* 

SirCred.YoM  are  pleas’d  to  fay  fo, Noble  Lady  ^  but  I  mu(t needs 
(ay,  I  am  not  the  worft  bred  Gentleman  for  a  Country  Gentleman^ 

^  that  ever,  you  faw,  for  youimuft  know  incomparable  Lady  that 
I  was  at  the  Univerfity  tliree  years,  and  there  I  learnt,  ray  Logick: 
and  Rhethorick,  whereby  I  became  excellent  at  Repartee,  fweet 
Lady.  As  for  my  Eftate,  my  Father  dy’d  fince  1  came  of  Age,  andl 
left  me  a  finaU  younger  Brothers  Poition,  dear  Lady. 

Lucr..  A  younger  Brothers  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Ha  ha,  I  know  what  you  woud  infer  from  that  now  5. 
but  you  muft  know  delicious  Lady,  that  I  am  all  theChilcken^my 
Father  had. 

Lurr.  Witty  I  protefb 

Sir  Cred.  Nay  Madam  when  Ket  on’t  T  can  be  witty. 

Lean.  Cruel  Lucretia  leave  ’em,  and  kt  us  fhatch  this  opportu¬ 
nity  to  talk  of  our  own  affairs. 

SirCred.  For  you  muft  know  bright  Lady,  though  I  was 
pleas’d  to  rally  my  felf,  I  have  a  pretty  competent  Eftate  of  about 
^000  1.  a  year,  and  am  to  marry  Madam  Lucretia. 

La.  Faru  You  ’re  a  happy  man  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Not  fo  happy  neither,  ineftimable  Lady,  for  I  loft 
the  fineft  Mare  yefterday— but  let  that  pafs*,  were  you  never  in 
T^ekjonJIoire  Madam  ? 

Lai  Fan.  Never  Sir.  ' 

SirCred.  Introth  and  that’s  pitty  fweet  Lad  5^',  for  if  you  lov’d  i 
Hawking,  Drinking,  and  Whoring,  --ohLGrd>  l  meanHunting, , 

i’faith. 
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i’faith  there  be  good  fellows  wou’d  keep  you  company  Ma¬ 
dam. 

Sir  Pat.  This  is  a  Plot  upon  me,  ameer  Plot,— My  Lady 
Fancy  ^  be  tender  of  my  reputation.  Foppery  s  catching,  and  I  had 
as  lieve  be  a  Cuckold  as  Husband  to  a  vain  Woman. 

Sir  Cred.  Zoz ,  and  that  may  be  as  you  (ay  Noble  Sir.  Lady 
pray  what  Gentlemans  this — ^Noble  Sir,  I  am  your  moft  humble 
iervant. 

Sir  Pat.  Gh  cry  you  mercy  Sir.  away. 

Sir  Cred.  '^o  offence  dear  Sir  I  proteft,  *slife  I  believe  "tis  the 
Mafter  of  the  houfe,  he  look*t  with  fiich  authority  — why  who 
cares,  let  him  look  as  big  as  the  four  Winds,  Eaft,  Weft,  North, 
and  South,  I  care  not  this, —  therefore,  I  Beg  your  Pardon  No¬ 
ble  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Pray  Ipare  your  Hat  and  Legs  Sir,  till  you  come  to 
Court,  they  are  thrown  away  i*th"  City. 

Sir  Cred.  O  Lord  dear  Sir,  *t'is  all  one  for  that,  I  value  not  a 
Leg  nor  an  Arm  amongft  Friends,  I  am  a  Devonjhire  Knight  Sir 
all  the  world  knows,  a  kind  of  Country  Gentleman,  as  they  fay, 
and  am  come  to  Town  to  Marry  my  Lady  Knowells  Daughter. 

Sir  Pat.  Fm  glad  otft  Sir.  '  \^walks  away^  he  follows. 

Sir  Cred.  She’s  a  deferving  Lady  Sir,  if  I  have  any  Judgment, 
and  I  think  I  underftand  a  Lady  Sir  in  the  right  Honourable  way 
of  Matrimony. 

Sir  Pat.  Well  Sir,  that  is  tp  fay  you  have  been  marryed  be¬ 
fore  Sir,  and  what’s  all  this  to  me  good  Sir? 

*S*/>  Cred.  Marryed  before  incomparable  Sir  !  not  fo  neither,  for 
there’s  difference  in  men  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  night.  Sir,  for  Ibme  are  Wits ,  and  fbme  are  Fools ! 

Sir  Cred.  As  I  hope  to  breath  ’twas  a  laying  of  my  Grandmo¬ 
thers,  who  us’d  to  tell  me  Sir,  that  bought  Wit  was  beft.  I  have 
brought  money  to  Town  for  a  Imall  purchafe  of  that  kind,  for  Sir, 
I  wou’d  fain  let  up  for  a  Country  Wit — Pray  Sir  where  live  the 
Poets  ?  for  I  wou’d  fain  be  acquainted  with  fome  of  them. 

Sir  Pat.  Sir  I  do  not  know,  nor  do  I  care  for  Wits  and  Poets. 
Oh  this  will  kill  me  quite,  FI  out  of  Town  immediately^ 

Sir  Cred.  But  Sir,  1  mean  your  Fine  railing  Bully  Wits,  that 
have  Vineger,  Gall  and  Arfenick  in  ’em  as  well  as  Salt  and  Flame 
and  Fire  and  the  Devil  and  all. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  defend  me  1  and  what  is  all  this  to  me  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cred. 
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Sir  Cred.  Oh  Sir,  they  are  the  very  Soul  of  Entertainment, 
and  Sir,  it  is  the  prettieft  (port  to  hear  ’em  rail  and  baule  at  one 
another — Zoz  wou’d  I  were  a  Poet. 

Sir  Pat.  I  wifti  you  were,  fince  you  are  fo  fond  of  being  rail’d 

at. - if  I  were  able  to  beat  him  I  would  be  much  angry— 

but  Patience  is  a  Venue,  and  I  will  into  the  Country. — - _ _ 


AJide. 

Sir  Cred.  ’Tis  all  one  cafe  to  me  dear  Sir,  — but  I  fliould  have 
the  plealiire  of  railing  again,  privilegio^  I  love  figl^ting  with 
thole  pointlels  Weapons —  Zoz  Sir,  you  know  if  we  men  of 
quality  fall  out —  (  for  you  are  a  Knight  I  take  it )  why  there 
comes  a  Challenge  upon  it, and  ten  to  one  Ibme  body  or  other  is 
run  through  the  Gills,  why  a  pox  on’t  I  lay  this  is  very  damnable,' 
give  me  Poets  Licence - 

La.  Fa.  Take  him  off  in  pity.  £TJ?Leander. 

Lod.  Indeed  Railing  is  a  Coin  only  currant  among  the  Po¬ 
ets —  Sir  Credulous. - 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  bleft  deliverance — what  a  profane  wretch  is  here, 
and  what  a  lewd  world  we  live  in— oh  Loudou.^  London.^  hoW 
thou  aboundeft  in  Iniquity ,  thy  Young  men  are  debaucht^  thy 
Virgins  defloured,  and  thy  Matrons  all  turn’d  Bawds !  my  Lady 
Famy^  this  is  not  company  for  you  I  take  it,  let  us  fly  from  this 
vexation  of  fpirit  on  the  never-failing  wings  of  dilcretion. — . 

5  Gowg  to  lead  Lady  Fancy  off  '—  the  Lady 
I  Knowell  fpeakytjg  to  Ilabella  all  this  while. 

La.  Kn.  How !  marry  thee  to  fiich  a  Fop  layeft  thou  ?  oh 
egregious ! — as  thou  loveft  Lodwickltt  him  not  know  his  name, 
it  will  be  dangerous,  let  me  alone  to  evade  it. 

Ifab.  I  know  his  fiery  temper  too  well  to  truft  him  with  the 
ftcret. 

La.  K».  Hark  ye  Sir,  and  do  you  intend  to  doe  this  horrible 
thing  }• - 

Sir  Pat.  What  thing,  my  Lady  KmweH  . 

La.  Kn.  Why  to  marry  your  Daughter  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Yes  Madam. ' 

La.  Kn.  To  a  beaftly  town  Fool  ?  Monjlrum  horrendum  ! 

Sir  Pat.  To  any  Fool,  except  a  Fool  of  your  Race,  of  your 
Generation. — 

L.K.  How  !  a  Fool  of  my  Race,my  Generation  !  I  know  thou 
meaneft  my  fonjthou  contumelious  Knight,  who  let  me  tell  thee, 

.E  ftiall 
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fliall  marry  thy  Daughter  invito  te^  that  is,  ( to  inform  thy  ob- 
tiile  underftanding )  in  Ipight  of  thee,  yes  (hall  marry  her  , 
though  fhe  inherits  nothing  but  thy  dull  Entbufiafiies,  which  had 
fhe  been  legitimate  (he  had  been  poireft  with. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  abominable  !  you  had  beft  fay,  (he  is  none  of  my 
Daughter,  'and  that  I  was  a  Cuckold. — 

La.  Kn^  If  I  fhould  Sir,  it  would  not  amount  to  ScandaUim . 
Magnatnm^  Tie  tell  thee  more  3  thy  whole  Pedigree,  — And  yet 
for  all  this  Lodvpk\^dX\  marry  your  Daughter,  and  yet  lie  have 
none  of  your  Nephew. — 

Sir  Pat.  Shall  he  fo,my  Knowell  ^  I  (hall  go  near  to  out- 
trick  your  Lady  (hip  for  all  your  Politick  Learning.  ’Tis  pad:  the 
Canonical  hour  as  they  calHt,or  I  wou’d  marry  my  Daughter  in- 
ftantly,  I  profeG  we  ne  re  had  good  daies  fince  theft  Canoni¬ 
cal!  Fopperies  came  up  again,  meer  Popifli  tricks  to  give  our  Chil¬ 
dren  time  for  difobedience,  — the  next  Juftice  wou’d  ha’  ftrv’d 
turn,  and  have  done  the  bufinels  at  any  hour,  but  Patience  is  a 
Vertue — Roger^go  after  Mr.  Fain-love^  and  tell  him  I  woifd  fpeak 
with  him  indantly. 

La.  Kn.  Come  come  Ladies,  we  loft  fleeting  time,  upon  my 
Honour  we  doe,  for  Madam  as  I  (aid  I  have  brought  the  Fiddles, 
and  defign  to  Sacrifice  the  intire  Evening  to  your  Lady  (hips  Di- 
verfion. 

Sir  Cred.  Incomparable  Lady,  that  was  well  thought  on,  Zoz, 

I  long  to  be  jigging. 

Sir  Pat.  Fiddles,  Good  Lord  !  why  what  am  I  come  to ! 
— Madam  I  take  it,  S\r  Patient  Fancies  Lady  is  not  a  proper  Per- 
(bn  to  make  one  at  immodeft  Revellings,  and  Profane  Mafque- 
*  ladings. 

La.  Fa.  Why?  ah  kis  very  true  Sir,  but  we  ought  not  to  of¬ 
fend  a  Brother  that  is  weak,  and  eonfequemly  a  Sifter. 

Sir  Pat.  An  Excellent  Lady  this,  but  (he  may  be  corrupted,’ 
Ah  (he  may  fall,  1  will  therefore  without  delay  carry  her  from 
this  wicked  Town. 

La.  Kn.  Come  come  Gentlemen,  let’s  in,  MiFancy  you  muft 
be  my  man — Sir  Credulous  come,  and  you  fweet  Sir,  come  La¬ 
dies,  - Flmc  eji  fdtandnm.^  &c.  [^ExemU 


Scene 
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"  Scene  changes  to  a  Chamber. 

Enter  Sir  Patient hefore^Lady  Fancy,  Wittmore,  Maundy, 

and  Roger  with  things.  ^  ^ 


Sir  Pat.  Maundy  fetch  my  Cloaths,  Til  drels  me  and  out  of 

Town  inftantly - perfwade  me  not.  [JTo  Witt.]  Roger is 

the  Coach  ready  Roger  ? 

Rog.  Yes  Sir,  with  four  horles. 

La.  Fa.  Out  of  Town  !  oh  Fm  undone  then,  there  will  be 
no  hopes  of  ever  feeing  Wittmore.  l^A^de."^  - — Maundy  oh  help 
me  to  contrive  my  ftay,  or  Fm  a  dead  Woman.  — Sir,  fore 
you  cannot  goe  and  leave  your  affairs  in  Town. 

Sir  Pat.  Affairs !  what  Affairs  ? 

La. Fa.  Why  your  Daughter  s  Marriage  Sir,  — and— Sir,  — - 
not  Sir  but  that  I  defire  of  all  things  in  the  World  the  bleffing  of 
being  alone  with  you,  far  from  the  noife  and  lewd  diforders  of 
this  filthy  Town. 

Sir  Pat.  Moft  excellent  Woman  !  ah  thou  art  too  good  for 
finfull  Man,and  I  will  therefore  remove  thee  from  the  temptations 

of  it — Maundy.,  my  Cloaths - Mr.  Fain-love.,  I  will  l^dcvtlfabella 

with  my  Lady  Fidget  my  Sifter,  who  (hall  to  morrow  fee  you 
married  to  prevent  farther  inconveniences. 

La.  Fa.  What  fhall  I  doe  ? 

Maun.  Madam,  I  have  a  defign,  which  confidering  his  Spleen, 
muft  this  time  doe  our  bufinefs — .*tis -  [^Whi/pers.'J 

La.  Fa.  I  like  it  well,  about  it  inftantly,  hah —  Q  Ex.  Maundy, 
alas  Sir,  — what  ails  your  Face  ?  good  Heav  n — look  Roger. 

Sir  Pat.  My  Face  !  why  what  ails  my  Face  !  hah !  — 

La.Fa.  See  Mx.  Fain-love,  oh  look  on  my  dear, is  he  not  ftrange- 
ly.akefd  ?  ' 

Witt.  Moft  woriderfiilly. 

Sir  Pat.  Alter'd,  hah — why  where,  why  how  alter’d  ?  — -hah^ 

Alter'd  fay  you? - 

■  Witt,  Lord  how  wildly  he  ftares ! 

Hah,  ftare, —wildly  ?  — 

,  ,  Rog.  Are  you  not  very  fick  Sir  ? 

La.  Fa.  Sick!  oh  heavens  forbid  ■  ■  how  does  my  dcareft 

Love? 

E  2  Sir  Pat^ 
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Sir  Pat.  Me  thinks  I  feel  my  lelf  not  well  o’th*  fuddain — ah — 
a  kind  of  fhivering  ftizcs  all  my  Limbs,  — and  am  I  lb  much 
chang’d. 

Witt.  All  oyer  Sir,  as  big  again  as  you  were,  — 

La.  Fa,  Your  Face  is  Frightfully  blov/n  up ,  and  your  dear 
Eyes  juft  ftarting  from  your  head,  oh  I  thall  found  with  the  ap- 
prehenfion  Gift.  [_fal/s  W'ntrhord's  Arm^s. 

Sir  Pat.  My  head  and  Eyes  fb  big  lay  you,  — oh  I  am  wonde- 
rous  fick  o’th’  luddain, — -all  over  lay  you —  oh  oh  —  Ay  I  per¬ 
ceive  it  now,  my  Senles  fail  me  too. 

La.  Fa.  How  Sir,your  Senles  fail  you  i 

Witt.  That’s  a  very  bad  fign  ,  believe  me. 

Sir  Pat.'  Oh  Ay,  for  I  can  neither  feel,  nor  lee  this  mighty 
growth  you  Ipeak  off’.  K  falls  into  a  Chair  with  greats 

I  dgnes  of  diforder. 

Witt.  Alas  I’m  Ibrry  for  that  Sir. 

Rog.  Sure  ’tis  impoffible,  ril  run  and  fetch  a  GlaG  Sin 

'  '  [Offers  to goe. 

La.  Fa.  Oh  ftay,  I  wouxi  not  for  the  world  he  (liould  lee  what 
a  Monfter  he  is,  — and  is  like  to  be  before  to  Morrow.  [Affde. 

Rog.  ril  fit  him  with  a  Glals — I’ll  warrant  ye  it  (hall  advance 
our  defign.  > 

E^ter  Mdundy  with  the  Cloaths.^  Jhe  fiarts.  ^ 

Maun^  Good  Heav’n  what  ailes  you  Sir  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Oh — oh — -Yis  fo.  .  ,  . 

Mam.  Lord  how  he’s  fwoln  ?  fee  how  his  Stomach  ftruts  ? 

Sjr  Pat.  Ah  ’tis  true,  though  I  perceive  it  not. 

Mann.  Not  perceive  it  Sir  !  put  on  your  Cloaths  and  be  con- 
vinc^t — try  ’em  Sir..  (^She  ptlls  off  hk  Gown  and  puts  on  his 

s  Doublet  and  Coat,phich  come  not  near*  bf 
i.a  handfuU  or  more. 

Sir  Pat.  Ah  it  needs  not,  — mercy  upon  me —  [ft^ 

Tme  loft,  Fm  gone.  Oh  man  what  art  thou,  but  a  Flower  > 
I  am  Poy fond, this  talking  Ladies  breath’s  infeftious 5  methought 
1  felt  the  contagion-fteal  into  my  heart  5  fend  for  my  Phyficians 
and  if  I  die,  Fie  fwcar  She’s  my  Murtherer,  oh  fee  lee,  how  my 
trembling  increafcs,  oh  hold  my  Limbs,  I  die.-h —  * 

Enter 


Sir  Tatient  Fancy.  2  q 

Ef7ter  Roger  tvkh  a  Magnifyir^g  Glafi.^  jldews  him  the 
Gldfsi^  he  toof{s  in  it, 

Rog,  rie  warant  Fie  (how  his  Face  as  big  as  a  Bufliel.  [^A(ide, 

Sir  Pat,  Oh,  oh,  Fme  a  dead  marij  have  me  to  bed,  I  die 
away,  undreis  me  inftantly,  fend  for  myPhyficians,  Fme  Poy- 
fon  d,  my  Bowels  burn^,  I  have  within  an  JEtna^  ^Thej/  carry  him 
My  Brains  run  round.  Nature  within  me  reels.  \oHt  in  a  Chair, 

Witt,  And  all  the  drunken  Univerfe  does  run  on  wheels, 
ha  ha  ha.  , 

Ah  my  dear  Creature,  how  finely  thou  haft  brought  him  to  his 
journies  end!  , 

La.  Fa.  There  was  no  other  way  but  this  to  have  fecur’d  my 
happinels  with  thee,there  needs  no  more  then  that  you  come  anon 
to  the  Garden  back-gate,  where  you  (hall  find  admittance,  —  Sir 
Patient  is  like  to  lie  alone  to  n^ght. 

Witt.  Till  then  kwill  be  a  Thoufand  Ages. 

La  Fa,  At  Games  of  Love  Husbands  to  cheat  is' fair, 

'Tis  the  Gallant  we  play  with  on  the  fquare.  [Exeunt  feverally,^ 


Tbs  End  of  the  Second  ,  . 


T  ‘  ^ 


rA  0  T  III. 

V 

/* 

SCENE  I. 

Scene  draws  off  and  difiovers  'Knowell,  Ifabella,  Lucretia,. 
Lodwick,  Leander,  Wittmore,  Sir  Credulous,  Other  Men  and 
Women,  as  going  to  Ddnee,  —  ’ 

La.  Kno.^^Omc  one  Dance  rbore,  and  then  I  think  we  (halt 
.  have  fuflBcientJy  teazkl  the  Alderman,  and ’twill 
be  time  to  part.  —Sir  Creduldus.,  Where-s  your  Miftrels 

Sir  Cred.  Within  a  mile  of  an  Oak,  dear  "Mi^am,  lie  warraut 
you, — —  well,  I  pioteft  and  vow,  fweet  Lady,  you  dance  moft 

E  5  «  '  -  .  ^  V . 


%  . 


30  Sir.  Patient  Fancy, 

Nobly,  —  Why,  you  Dance —  like  ■ —  like  a  —  like  a  Hafty 
Pudding  before  J  ove.  SThej/  Dance  fome  Antick^,^  or  ISjifitck^ 

^Antkk:  Lodwicky]?e<i4^/2g  Ifabella. 

SONG  Made  by  a  Gent. 

c  • 

Sitting  by  yonder  River  Side 
Parthenia  thus  to  Cloe  cry  d,^ 

Whirjl  fiom  the  fair  Nymphs  Eyes  apace 
Another  Stream  o^rejlovpd  her  Beautions  Face* 

Ah  happy  Nymph^faid  fhe,^  that  can 
So  little  value  that  falfe  Creature  man* 

Oft  the  perfidious  things  will  cry^ 

Alafs  they  burt?,^  they  hleed,^  they  dye  5 
But  if  they  re  ahfint  half  a  day,^  .  ^ 

Nay,y  let  "'em  be  but  one  poor  hour  away^ 

No  more  they  dye,^  no  more  complain,^  .  '  / 

But  like  uuconflant  wretches  live  again* 

y 

Lod.  Well,  have  you  confiderd  of  that  bufinefi  yet  Ifahella^ 
Ifab,  What  bufinels  ? 

Lod.  Of  giving  me  admittance  to  night. 

Ifab.  Andmay  I  truft  your  honefty? 

Lod.  Oh  doubt  me  not,  my  Mother's  refolv’d  it  (hall  be  a 
match  between  you  and  I,  and  that  very  confideration  will  fe- 
cure  thee,  befides  who  woud  firft  liilly  the  Linnen  they  mean  to 
put  on  ? 

Ijab.  Away  here*s  my  Mother. 

\ 

‘  ^  \  i  Enter,  Lady  Fancy* 

La.  Fa.  Madam  I  beg  your  pardon  for  my  abfence,  the  effefts 
of  my  Obedience,  not  Will  3  but  Sir  Patient  is  taken  very  Ill 
o’th'liiddain,  and  Imuft  humbly  intreat  your  Ladilhip  tore- 
tire,  for  reft  is  onely  eflential  to  his  recovery. 

La.Kno.  Congruoplly  fpoken  upon  my  Honour.  Oh  the  im¬ 
pudence  of  this  Fellow  your  Lady  ftiips  Hufband,  to  elpoufe  Co 
fair  a  perfon  only  to  make  a  Nurfe  of! 

La.  Fa,  AlasMadanal.-^ — 


La.Kn* 


Sir  Tatient  Fancy.  5 1 

ha.  Kno.  A  flave,  a  very  houlhold  Drudg, - Oh  faugh, 

come,  never  grieve, - for  Madam,  his  Difeafe  is  nothing  but 

imagination,  a  Melancholy  which  arifts  from  the  Liver5  Spleen, 
and  Membrane  call’d  Mejenterium.^  the  Arabians  name  the  diftem- 
per  Myrathial.^  and  we  here  in  England  Hypochondriacal  hAelan^ 
cholyi^  I  cou cl  preferibe  a  moft  potent  Remedy,  but  that  I  am 
loth  to  ftir  the  envy  of  the  College. 

ha.  Fa.  Really  Madam  I  believe, - 

ha.  Kn.  But  as  you  fay  Madam,  wel'  leave  him  to  his  repofe, 
pray  do  not  grieve  too  much. 

hod.  Death,  wou  d  I  had  the  confbleing  her,  ’tis  a  charming 
Woman  ! 

ha.  Kno.  Mr.  Fancy  your  hand  5  Madam^  your  moft  faithful 
Servant,  —  hneretia.^  come  hncretia< —  your  Servant  Ladies  and. 
Gentlemen.  -- — —  * 

ha.  Fa.  A  Devil  on  her,  wou’d  the  nimblenefs  of  her  Lady- 
fhips  Tongue  were  in  her  Heels,  fhe  wou’d  make  more  haft  away, 
oh  I  long  for  the  bleft  minute.  — 

iliall  I  find  admittance  anon  ^ 

Ifab.  On  fair  conditions. 

hod.  Truft  my  Generofity, - Madam  your  Slave. — [Exit 

[To  La.  Fa.  gazing  on  her goes  out. 

Sir  Cred.  Madam,  I  wou  d  fay  fbmething  of  your  Charms  and 
Celeftial  Graces,  but  that  all  praifes  are  as  far  below  yc)u,  as; the 

Moon  in  her  Oppofition  is  below  the  Sun,- - —and  fb  Lufcious 

Lady,  I  am  yours,  '—  now  for  my  Serenade,—  ^Exeunt  cdl  to  La. 

TFa.  Maundy. 

ha.  Fa.  Maundy.^  have  you  commanded  all  the  Servants  to 
Bed.> 

Mann.  Yes  Madam,  not  a  Moufe  ftiatl  ftir-,  and  I  have  made 
ready  the  Chamber  next  the  Garden  for  your  Ladyfhip. 

ha.  Fa.  Then  there  needs  no  more  but  that  you  wait  for 
Wittmore^s  coming  to  the  Garden  Gate,  and  take  care  ho  lights 
be  in  the  Houfe  for  fear  of  Eyes. 

Maun.  Madam  I  underftand  Lovers  are  beft  by  dark,  and  fliall 
be  diligent,  the  Doiftor.  has  fecufd  Sir  Patient  by  a  fleeping 
Pill^  and  you  are  onely  to '  exped  your  approaching  happinefs. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE> 


5  Sir  PMtent  F ancy, 

SCENE  11.  Lady  Knowell’s  Chamber^ 

Enter  Lady  Knowell  and  Leander. 

La,  Kn.  Leander  raife  your  Soul  above  that  little  trifle  Lu- 
cretia^  —  cannot  you  guels  what  better  Fate  attends  you  ?  — 
fie,  —  how  dull  you  are !  — ^  muft  l  inftruft  you  in  plain  right- 
down  termes  ?  — and  tell  you  —  that  I  propofe  you  Matter  of 
my  fortune?  —  now  poffibly  you  underftand  me. 

Enter  Lucretia,  and  peeps. 

Lean.  I  wifti  I  did  not  Madam, 

Unlefi  rde  vertue  todeferve  the  Bounty  5 
I  have  a  Thoufend  faults  Diflimulation  hides, 

Inconttant,  wild,  debauch’d  as  youth  can  make  me. 

iMcr.  All  that  will  not  do  yoitr  bufinefs. — --  \^AJide. 

La,  Kn,  Yet  you  woud  have  my  Daughter  take  you  with 
all  thefe  faults,  they'^re  vertues  there,  but  to  the  name  of  Mother, 
they  all  turn  retrograde,  1  can  endure  a  man 
As  wild  and  as  inconttant  as  ftie  can, 

I  have  a  Fortune  too  that  can  fupport  that  Humour, 

That  of  Lucretia  does  depend  on  me. 

And  when  I  pleafe  is  nothing  5- 

Fme  far  from.  Age  or  Wrinkles,  can  be  Courted 

By  Men  as  gay  and  youthful  as  a  new  Summers  morn, 

Beauteous  as  the  firft  Bloflbms  of  the  Spring 
Before  the  common  Sun  has  kitt’d  their  fweets  away  , 

If  with  falacious  appetites  I  lov’d, 

Lean,  Faith  Madam  I  coud  wifli, - 

La,  Kn,  That  I  were  but  Fifteen  ?  but— 

If  there  be  inequality  in  years. 

There  is  fo  too  in  Fortunes,  that  might  add 
A  Luttre  to  my  Eyes,  Charms  to  my  Perlbn, 

And  make  me  fair  as  Venus^  young  as  Hebe. 

Lean.  Madam  you  have  enough  to  ingage  any  unconquer’d 
heart,  but  ’twas,  I  thought,  with  your  allowance  I  dilpos’d  of 
mine,  and  ’tis  a  heart  that  knows  not  how  to  change. 

La.Kn.  Then’tis  a  foolifh  unambitious  heart,  unworthy  of 
the  Elevation  it  has  not  Glorious  Pride  enough  to  aim  at; — — 

Farewel 


Farewell  Sir,— - -  when  you  are  wifer,  you  may  find  admit¬ 
tance.  . 

Lean.  Stay  Madam.  — 

Enter  Lucretia. 

✓ 

Lucr.  For  what  ?  to  hear  your  Penitence  ?  Forgive  me  Madam, 
I  will  be  a  Villain,  forget  my  vows  of  Love,  made  to  Lucretia^ 
And  Sacrifice  both  her,  and  thole  to  intereft. 

Oh  how  I  hate  this  whinjng  and  djflembling ! 

Lean.  Do,  Triumph  o’re  a  wretched  man, 

Lucr.  How!  Wretched  in  loving  me  (b  intirely,  or  that  you 
cannot  marry  my  Mother,  and  be  mafter  of  her  mighty  Fortune  ? 
*Tis  a  temptation  indeed ,  fo  between  Love  and  Intereft,  hang 
me  if  ever  I  faw  ft)  Ample  a  look  as  you  put  on  when  my  Mo¬ 
ther  made  Love  to  you. 

Lean.  You  may  eafily  guefs  the  confufion  of  a  mari  in  my  cir- 
cumftances,  to  be  languiftiing  for  the  lov’d  Daughter,  and  pur- 
lii’d  by  the  hated  Mother,  whom  if  I  refufe  will  ruin  all  my  hopes 
of  thee. 

Lucr.  Refule  her  I  I  hope  you  have  more  wit  ? 

Leand.  Lucretia^  cou’d  (he  make  a  Monarch  of  me,  I  cou’d 
not  marry  her. 

Lucr.  And  you  woud  be  lb  wife  to  tell  her  lb  ? 

Lean.  I  would  no  more  abufe  her,  than  I  cou’d  love  her. 

Lucr.  Yet  that  laftmuft  be  done. 

Lean.  How  ! 

Lucr.  Doft  believe  me  lb  wicked  to  think  I  mean  in  earneft  ? 
No,  tell  her  me  a  fine  ftory  of  Love,  and  liking,  gaze  on  her, 
kils  her  hands,  and  figh,  commend  her  face  and.  ftiape,  {wear  fbes 
the  miracle  of  the  Age  fbr  wit,  cry  up  her  Learning,  vow  you 
were  an  Als,  not  to  be  fenfible  of  her  perfeftions  all  this  while, 
what  a  Coxcombe,  to  doat  upon  the  Daughter  when  fiich  charms 
were  (b vifible  in  the  Mother?  Faith  (he’l  believe  allthis.  . 

Lean.  It  may  be  fb,  but  what  will  all  this  ferve  for  ? 

Lucr.  To  give  us  time  and  opportunity  tadeceive  her,  or  I’me 
miftaken.  . 

Lean.  I  cannot  teach  my  Tongue  fb  much  deceit. 

Lucr.  You  may  be  a  fool  and  cry.  Indeed  foriboth  I  cannot 
love,  fbr  alas  I  have  loft  my  heart,  and  am  unworthy  of  your 
proffer’d  blellings,  —  doe,  and  fee  her  marry  me  in  ipight  to  this 

F  Fop 


Fop  E^^is  l^night  of  Nonfence,  ro,  ip,  diffenibl^  ipe  h^nd? 
^mely  an4  like  a  Gentleman,  and  then  expeft  your  good  fort 
turie. 


Enter  Antick. 


A^t.  ^ad^rp,  your  Mother  s  cpipipg. 
jL//rr.  Away  then,  Ihe  muft  not  lie  us  together,  (he  thinks 
you  gon. 

Lean.  But  muft  I  carry  off  no  cpmfort  with  me  ? 

Lucr.  Will  you  exppfe  me  to  the  incens’d  jealouly  of  a  Pa¬ 


rent  ?  goe  or  I  (hall  hate  ye, 


[Thryfis  him  ont. 


SCENE  AQarden, 


B^fcr  Mappdy  kjt  dark^:  opens  the  Garden  door. 

Maun.  Now  am  I  return’d  to  my  old  trade  again,  fetch  and 
carry  my  Ladies  Lpyers,  I  was  afraid  when  (he  had  been  married 
^he(e  night-works  wou’d  have  ended,  but  to  (ay  truth,  there’s  a 
Con(eience  to  be  u(ed  in  all  things,  and  there’s  no  reafon  (he 
(hou’d  langui(h  with  an  old  nian  when  a  young  man  may  be  had. 

- -The door  opens,  he’s  come, —  (■  Lpdwick. 

I  (ee  you’re  a  punfiual  Lover  Sir^  Pray  follow  me  as  (bftly  as 
you  can.  — 

f.qd^.  This  isfoipe  one  whom  1  perceive  I/aiei/a  hz$  the 

Confident  to  oiu:  Amours. -r^  ;  [Exeunt.. 

Sfene  dram  and  d^oyers  La.  Wzxaej  in  her  Night-gojony 
in  <1  Chamber  Of  by  the  darh* 

La.  Fa.  Oh  the  agreeable  cpnfufipn  of  a  Lov^r  high  with  ex-r 
peftation  pf  the  apprpaching  bliis  f  What  tremblings  between 
ipy  andfe^r  polled  me?  All  my  whole  Soul  is  taken  up  with 
Wittmore^VyQ  no  Idea’s,  no  thoughts  but  of  Wittmorey^xid^X^ 
my  tongue  can  np  ptber  name*^-^-^ — 

Whp’s  there? 


f 


Sif  Patient  fancy. 


35 


Enter  Matiiidy  tending  Lodwick. 


Maun.  Madam,  *tis  I,  atid  your  feitpefted  Lover  here I  put 
him  into  your  hands,  and  Will  wait  yout  commands  in  the  next 
Chamber.  ^^aund* 

Lod.  Where  are  you  my  dear^  Creature  > 

La.  Fa.  Here,  —  give  me  your  hand.  Tie  lead  you  to  thofe 
joys  we  both  lb  long  have  fight  for.  ^ 

Lod.  Hah !  to  joys  >  liire  me  doth  but  dally  with  mG^^lAfide. 

La.  Fa.  Why  come  you  not  on  my  Dear  ? 

L^^d.  And  yet,  why  this  admifllon  ?  and  i*tH'  dark  too,  if  (he 

defign’d  me  none  but  vertuous  Favours? - What  damn’d 

temptation  s  this  ? 

La.  Fa.  Are  you  bewitch’d,  what  is’t  that  frights  you  } 

Lad.  I’me  fixt.  Death,  was  ever  liich  a  Lover  ? 

Juft  ready  for  the  higheft  joys  of  Love, 

And  like  a  baftifoll  Girl  reftraind  by  fear 

Of  an  infiiing  Infamy, —  I  hate  to  Cuckold  my  own  Expeda- 

tions. 

La,  Fa.  Heavens  f  what  can  you  mean  ? 

Lod.  Deaths  what’s  this, —  lure  ’tis  not  Vertue  m.me,  — ^F^ray 
Heaven  it  be  not  impotence  !  — -  Where  got  I  this  damn’d  ho- 

nefty  which  I  never  round  my  lelf  raafter  of  till  now? - why 

Ihou’d  it  feize  me  when  I  had  lead  need  on’t  ? 

La.  Fa.  What  ails  you  ?  are  you  mad? - we  are  lafe,  and 

free  as  Winds  let  loole  to  ruffle  all  theGroves,  what  is’t  delays 
youthen?  Soft. 

Lod.  Pox  o’  this  thou^t  of  Wife,  the  very  name  deftroys  my 

appetite,  .  ^ 

Oh  with  what  vigor  I  could  deal  my  Love, 

Tofbme  fiirr’tewd,  unknown,  '  ^  ^  y 

To  whom  Pde  never  rhade  a  lerious  vow  ? 

La.  Fa.  Tell  me  the  Myftery  of  this  luddeh'' have  f 
kept  my  Husband  in  Town  for  this?  Nay,  perlwaded  him  to  be 
very  lick  to  ferVe  oUr  purpofe,  and  am  Fthus  rewarded  !—  un-* 


Lod.  Hah 
lay .  you  ?  — 


grateful  mani 


^6 


Sir  Patient  Fancy. 


_  t 


La,  Fa,  Is  fafe,  from  any  fear  of  interrupting  us. 

Gome  —  theft  delays  do  ill  confift  with  Love  ^ 

And  our  defires  5  at  leaft  if  they  are  equal. 

Death ’tis  the  charming  Mother ! 

What  lucky  Star  direfted  me  to  night! 

O  my  fair  dear  diffembler,  let  us  hafte 
To  pay  the‘ mighty  - Tribute  due  to  Love. 

La.  Fa.  Follow  me  then  with  careful  filence,  —  for  lfa!?el^a's 
Chaniber  joyns  to  this,  and  fhe  may  hear  us.  ’ 

Lod-  Not  Flowers  grow,  nor  finooth  ftreams  glide  away, 

Not  abftnt  Lovers  figh,  hpr  breaks' the  day 
IVJore  filently  than  rie  thb^  joys  receive,  ..  . 

Which  Love  and  Darknels  'do  conlpire  to  give.  [Exeur^t. 

j  p  • 

Scene  changes  again  to  a  Garden,  Enter  Iftbella  andFmuy 
in  their  FJight^gown s',  *  .  *  ^ 

Ifab.  Well  I  hkVc  no  mind  to  let  this  dear  madr  Devil  Lodwici^ 
in  to  night.  -  V 

Fan.  Why  Sifter,  this  is  not'the  «firft  venture  you  have  made 
of  this  kind,  at  this  hour,  arid  in  this  place,  theft  Arbours  were 
they  tell-tales,  coud  diftoycT  many  .pretty  ftories  of  your  loves, 
anc|.^do  you  think  they  1  be  left  ftitnfull  now  ?  ;  P  *em 

oribe .again,  Obldb  lb  loye  hear  Mr.  Ladmck  prbteft,.  and 
V0W,‘  arid  i\veat,  arid  differrible,  and  when  you  don’t  believe 
him;rail  at  you,— -  avads  ’tis  the  prettied  man  — 

Ifab.  I  have  a  ftrange  apprehenfion  of  being  furprisd  to 

'  .  rieWarknfybuV'iTe  fit  bri  yori’  ^a’nk  of  Pinks, and  'when 

I  hear  anpife  Fie  come  and  tclLypu,  Co.LodmGfmky  out  at 
thb  back  gate',' and  we  "may  be  \valking  up  and  down"  as  if  we 
meant  no  harm.  — ^  - 

Ifab.  You’l  grow  vhy  experf  ii|Vhe  .arts  pP  Lpvo  f  ^ 

Fanp  When  I  am  big  enough.  I  (hallVdQ  fcy  erideavourj,^^  !^^^ 
have  heaid  ypu  lay,  W^oirieri  'were  born  to’  nobtherverid  than  to 
loy^'j  Ariq  ns  fit  I  ffiduld  learn  to  live- and  die  in  my  billing, 
—'Come:dpen the  Gather  you’l  repent  it,  we  (hall  have,  my 
Father  marry 'you  withiri  a  day  or  two  to  that  ugly  man  that 
Ificaks  hard  words. - -a  vadsj  capft  abide  him.  7  ’  “  >  ' 


/y5^;^Wha^iioiftisthat^ 

Fan.  Why  ’tis  Mr.  Lodtp'kl^stK  the  Garden  door,« 


let  him 


in 


Sir  Patient  Fancy, 


in  whilft  rie  to  my  Flowery  Bank  and  (land  CentineL— 

[Runs opens  the  Gate, 


Efiter  Wittmore. 


Witt.  Who  s.  there  ?  ,  . 

Ijab.  Speak  low,  who  fhould  it  be  but  the  kind  fool  her  Iclf 
who  can  deny  you  nothings  but  whai  you  dare  not  take  ? 

Witt.  Not  take!  what  s  that?  haft  thou  referves  in  ftore? 
—Oh  come  and  let  me  lead  thee  to  thy  Bed,  ' 

Or  feat  thee  on  fome  Bank  of  foft^r  Flowers, 

Where  I  may  rifle  all  thy  unknown  ftore.  • 

JfaL  How !  furely  you  re  not  in  earneft  ?  — Do  you  love  me  ? 
Witt,  Love  thee  !  by  thy  dear  ielf  all  that  my  Soul  adores, 
I’me  all  impatient  Flame !  all  over  Love !. 

— You  do  not  ufe  to  doubt,  but  fince  you^  doe, 

Come,and  Tie  fitisfy  thy  obliging  fears. 

And  give  thee  proofs  how  much  my  Soul  is  thine, 
rie  breath  it  all  a-new  into  thy  bofomi»  — ^ 

Oh  thou  art  fit  for  the  tranfporting  Play,' 

All  loofe  and  wanton,  like  the  Queen  of  Love 
When  fhe  defcends  to  meet  the  Youth  in  (hades.  /  .  ■  I 

Ifabi  And  are  you  Sir  in  earneft  ?  tin  it  be  ■ 

Witt,  That  queftion  was  ftvere,what  means  my  Love ! 

What  pretty  art  is  this  to  blow  my'  flihie, .  ' 

Are  you  not  mine?  did  we  not  meet  tinjoy? 
r came  not  with  more  vigorous  eiger  haft. 

When  our  firft  Sacrifice  to  Love  we  paid,  ;  ^ 

Than  to  perform  that  Ceremony  now.  '  / 

Come  do  not  let  the  Sacred  Fire  burn  out 
Which  only  was  prepar’d  for  Loves  rich  Altar, 

And  this  is  the  Divine,  dark,  filent  Minute. —  [Goes  to  lead  her  off, 
Ifab,\  Hold  Ravifher,  and  know  this  fawcy  Paflion 
Has  ren<^efd  back  your  intereft.’  Now  I  hate  ye, 

And  my  0bedience  to.  my  Father’s  will  . 

ShaUmarry  meto  and  Tie  defpife  ye.  [Flings from  him, 

[Witt,  Hah!  IjabeUa!  Death  I  have  made  fweet  work,— ftay 

getitle  maid, — me  1  ruin  all  if  (he  gqe  — - —  ftay - —  fhe  knew 

me,  and  cunningly  drew  me  to  this  difcovery^  Tie  after  henand 
undeceive  her.  .  ‘  .  [Runs  after  her. 


Sir  Patient  Fancj, 


A  c  Off  fits' d  Noije  of  the  Serenade^  the  Scene  draws  off to 

La.  Fancy’s  Antkhamher. 


Enter  Iftbella  groping  as  in  the  dark* 

% 

Ifab.  Pray  Heaven  I  get  undifcoverd  to  my  Chamber,  where 
rie  make  Vows  againft  this  perjur’d  Man  5  hah,  (ure  he  follows 
ftillj  no  Wood  Nymph  ever  fled  before  a  Satyr, with  half  that  trem¬ 
bling  hafte  I  flew  from  Lodwic^^  — oh  he  has  lofl:  his  Vertue  and 
undone  me.  [Goes  out  groping^  and  the  noije  of  Serenade  again. 

Scene  changes  to  Lad/ Farycy^s  Bed-chansher^  difcovers  her  as  he^ 
fore  ^  Lodwick  ^  Jafi  rijen  ik  dijorder  from  the  Bed  i  button^ 
ing  himfelf  and  Jetting  hifnfelf  in  order  ^  noije  at  the  door 

of  unlatching  it.  c/'  '  . 

Enter  Ifabella  groping^  Sir  Patient  without. 

La.  Fa.  It  is  this  Door  that  open’d ,  and  which  I  thought  I 
had  fecur’d. 

Sir  Fat.  Oh  infupportable,  abominable,  and  not  to  be  in- 
duf d !  ■  ^  *  . 

Ifah.  Hah  my  Father!  I’me  difcover’d  and  purfii’d, — grant  me 
to  find  the  Bed. 

La.  Fa.  Heav  ns  ’twas  my  Hufbands  Voice,  fore  we’re  betray’d. 
It  muft  be  fo,  for  what.  Devil  but  that  of  Jealoul)^,  cou’d  raifo 
him  at  this  late  hour?  ^  ^ 

Ifab.  Hah,  where  am- 1,  and-  who  is’t  that  (peaks. - — 

'  IToherfelf. 

Lod.  So,  he  muft  know ‘that  ?  have  made  a  Cuckold  of  him. 

^  •  •  .  [AJtde.. 

^.P.  Within,  call  up  my  men,the  Cpachman,Groom, and  Bugler 5 
the  Footmen,  Cook  and  Gardener,  bid  ’em  all  rife  and  Arm,' with 
long  Staff,  Spade  an'd-Pitchfork,  and  (ally  out  upon  the  wicked. 

Lod.  Short  what  a?  death  ftiall- 1  dye, - -is  there  no  plape  of 

fafety  hereabouts — there  is  no  refifting  thefe  unme'rcifoll 
Weapons.  *  .  .  ; 

1^.  A  mans  Voice  !  ;  * 

La.  Fa.  I  know  of  none,  nor  how  to  prevent  your  di^very. 

-  -  Enter 
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Patient  Fancy. 

Enter  Sir  Patient. 


Sir  Pat.  Oh  oh  lead  me  forward,  lie  lye  here  on  the  Garden 
fide,  out  of  the  hearing  of  this  Hellifh  Noife. 

La.  Fa.  Hah  Noife  — what  means  he  ? 

L&d.  Nay  I  know  not,  is  there  no  efeaping  ^  — 

IJaL  Who  can  they  be  that  talk  thus  ?  fiire  I  have  miftook  my 
chamber. 


La.  Fa.  Oh  he’s  coming  in — Fme  ruin’d,  what  (hall  we  doe  > 
here— get  into  the  Bed— .and  cover  your  felf  with  the  clothes— 
quickly  — oh  my  Confufion  will  betray  me. 

jLodwick  gets  into  the  Bed^  Kabella  bides 
i  behind  the  Curtain  very  near  to  him. 


Enter  Sir  Patient  led  by  Nur(e  and  Matindy  with  Lights. 

Maun.  Pray  go  back  Sir,  niy  poor  Lady  will  be  flighted  out 
of  her  wits  at  this  danger  you  put  your  felf  into,  the  noife  fliall 
beftiird. 

La.  Fa.  Oh  what’s  the  matter  with  my  Love;,  what,  do  you 
mean  to  murder  him  }  oh  lead  him  inftantly  back  to  his  Bed. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  oh,  no.  Tie  lye  here  — put  me  to  Bed,  oh  I  faint, 
—my  Chamber’s  poflefi  with  twenty  thoufand  evil  Spirits. 

La. Fa.  Poffeft  !  what  flckly  Fancy’s  this? 

Sir  Pat.  Ah  the  houfe  is  befet,  furrounded  and  confounded 
with  profane  tinkling,  with  Popifh  Horn-Pipes  and  Jeluitical 
Cymballs,  more  Antichriftian  and  Abominable  then  Ogans,  or 
Anthems. 

Nurf  Y^a  verily ,  and  furely  it  is  the  (pawn  of  Cathedral!  la- 
ftruments  plaid  on  by  Babylonifh  Minftrells,  only  tadifturb  the 
l&rethren. 

Sir  Pat.  Aye’  ’tis  fo,  call  up  my  Servants,  and  let  them  be 
firft  chaftis’d  and  then  hang  d,  accufe  ’em  for  French  Papifhes, 
that  had  a  defign  to  fire  the  City,,  or  any  thing — oh  I  fhall  dye— 
Itad  me  gently  to  this  Bed. 

La.  Fa.  To  hinder  him  will  dilcover  all  - - ftay  Sir. — 

Sir  Pat.  Hah  my  Lady  turn’d  rebellious!  ^Throws  hintfelffor^ 
— .put  me  to  Bed  I  fay,  hah — what’s  here —  iward  to  the  Bed.  . 
what  art  thou— a  Man —  hah  ,  a  Man,  Treafbn  !  betray’d' (  my 
Bed’s  defil’d ,  my  Lady  Polluted,  and  I  am  Cornuted,  oh  thou 
Vile  Serpent  of  my  Bofbme  !  jShe  ftands  with  her  Face  towards 

\the  Stage  in  (tgnes  of  fear.  , 

^ak 
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Ifab,  A  Man, and  in  my  Vertupus  Lady  Mothers  Chamber !  how 
fortunate  was  I  to  light  on  this  difcovery !  .* 

La,  Fa,  Well,  Sir,  —  fince  you  have  feen  him,  I  befeech  you 
for  my  fake,  Dear,  Pardon  him  this  one  time.  [,Coke(iftg  him. 

Sir  Pat.  Thou  beg  his  Pardon  ?  oh  was  ever  heard  fiich  Impu¬ 
dence  ! 

La,  Fa.  Indeed  my  Love,  he  is  to  blame,  but  we  that  are  ju¬ 
dicious  fhould  bear  with  the  frailties  of  Youth.  ' 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  infiipportable  Audacity !  - — what  cahft  thou  fav 
falfe  Woman  >  ‘  . 

La.  Fa.  Truly  not  much  in  his  defence  my  dear. 

Ifab.  Oh  cunning  Devil. — 

La,  Fa.  But  Sir,  to  hide  the  weaknefi  of  your  Daughter,  I 
have  a  little  ftrainM  my  Modefty. — - 

Ifab.  Heav  ns!  what  fays  ftie  — 

La.  Fa.  'Tis  Ifabellas  Lover  Sir,  whom  IVe  conceal’d. 

Lod,  A  good  hint  to  lave  both  our  Credits. 

Sir  Pat.  How  Mx.Fain-love  mean  you  ? 

^Lodwick  rifes  and  comes  a  little  more  fortvard^ 
<  Ilabella  does  the  lihg  tiU  both  meet  at  the  feet 
of  the  Bed  and  Jiart^  Lod  wick  looking  Jimply. 

La.  Fa.  Aye  my  dear,  Mr.  Fain-love. 

Lod.  Ifahella  here !  muft  (he  know  too  what  a  fine  inconftant 
Dog  I  am  ?  - - - 

^ab.  LodwicI^!  and  in  my  Mothers  Chamber!  may  I  believe 


my  Eyes  ? 

Sir  Pat.  But  how  got  he  hither  —  tell  me  that !  oh  Youth, 
Youth,  to  what  degree  of  wickednels  art  thou  arriv’d  ?  ' 

La.  Fa.  She  appointed  him  to  come  this  night  Sir,  and  he  go¬ 
ing  to  her  Chamber, by  miftake  came  into  mine,  it  being  the  next 
to  her’s. 

Mam.  But  Lord  Sir,  had  you  heard  how  my  Lady  Ichool’d 
him,  whilft  I  ran  down  to  fetch  a  light ! 

Lod.  Now  does  my  Confcience  tell  me,  I  am  a  damn’d  Vil¬ 
lain. - —  £  Afde^  looking  pitifally  on  Ifahella. 

La.  Fa.  But  the  poor  Man  prefently  perceiv’d  his  miftake,  and 
begd  my  Pardon  in  fuch  feeling  termes  —that  I  vowT  had  not 
the  heart  to  deny  it  him. 

Ifab.  Oh  Tray  tor !  wou’d  thou  hadft  been  that  Raviftier  Itook 
thee  for,  rather  then  fuch  a  Villain  —  faKe !  and  with  my  Mother 
too!  La.  Fa. 
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La.  Fa.  And  juft  then  Sir  you  came  to  the  dopr,^  and  left 
you  ftiou’d  fee  him,  intreated  me  to  hide  him  fromr  your  Anger, 
— the  offence  is  not  {b  hainous  Sir,  confidering  hes  fo  foon  to 
marry  her. 

Sir  Pat.  w-:-Well  Sir,  and  what  have  you  to  (ay  in  your  de¬ 
fence  ?  — hah — how  Mr.  Knowell !~  worfe  and  worfc  - — why 
how  came  you  hither  Sir  ?  hah, — 

La.  Fa.  Not  Wittmore  !  oh  I  am  ruin'd  and  betray’d. 


{_^falls  almofi  in  a  finnd. 


Sir  Pat.  Hah,  Ifahellahtx^tool — 

Ifab.  Yes  Sir,  to  juftify  her  Innocence. - 

Sir  Pat.  Hah  !  Innocence  !  and  juftify  !  take  her  away,  go  out 
of  my  light  thou  limb  of  Satan,  —  take  her  away  I  (ay,  I’le  talk 

with  you  to  morrow,  Lady  fine  tricks— I  will. - 

Ifdb.  — And  rie  know  before  I  fleep  the  myftery  of  all  this, 
and  who  ’twas  this  faithlels  Man  font  in  his  room  to  deceive  me  in 
the  Garden.—  [Goes  out. 

Lod.  A  plague  of  all  ill-luck — how  the  Devil  came  (he  hither  ? 


?atient 


I  muft  follow  and  reconcile  her 


Sir  Pat.  Nay  Sir,  we  muft  not  part  (b  till  I  have  known  the 
truth  of  this  bu(ine(s  I  take  it. 

Lod.  Truth  Sir,  oh  all  that  your  fair  Lady  has  (aid.  Sir,  I  muft 
confe(s,.her  Eyes  have  wounded  me  enough  with  Anger, you  need 
not  add  more  to  my  fhame.  - — - 

La.  Fa.  Some  little  comfort  yet  that  he  proved  indeed  to  be 
IfabeUd^  Lover:  oh  that  I  ftiould  miftake fo  unluckily  /  [jijide. 

Sir  Pat.  Why,  I  thought  it  had  been  Mr.  Fain-love. 

La.  Fa.  By  all  that’ s  good,and  (b  did  I. 

Lod.  I  know  you  did  Madam  or  you  had  not  been  (b  kind  to 

me:  your  fervant  dear  Madam, -  Patient 

i  jlays  him. 

La.  Fa.  Pray  Sir  let  him  goe,  oh  how  I  abominate  the  (ight  of 
a  man  that  cou  d  be  (b  wicked  as  he  has  been  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Ha,  — good  Lady,  excellent  woman,  well  Sir  for  my 
Ladies  (ake  Tie  let  you  pals  with  this,  but  if  I  catch  you  here  a- 
gain,  I  (hall  (poil  your  intrigues.  Sir,  marry  ftiall  I,  and  fo  reft 
ye  (atisfyy  Sir. — 

Lod.  At  this  time,  I  am  Sir  — — -Madam  a  thoiifend  bleffings 
on  you  for  this  goodneft. 


G 


La.  Fa. 


42  Sir 

La.  Fa,  Ten  thoufind  Corfes  upon  thee, - - goboaft  the 

ruine  you  have  made.  ^A0de  to  Lod. 

Sir  Pat,  Come, no  more  anger  now  my  Lady  ^  the  Gentleman’s 

ferry  you  fee,  Tie  marry  my  pert  Hufwife  to  morrow  for  this, 

— Maund/fee  the  Gentleman  fife  out,  —  ah  — put  me  to  Bed, 

ah— this  nights  work  will  kill  me,  ah,  ah - - 

« 

, 

Ex.  Lodwick  a^d  Maundy.  The  Scen6  dram  over  Sir  Patient 
and  Lady  :■  draws  again  and  dijedvers  the  Garden^  Wittmore, 
Fanny  and  Ifabella. 

Ifab,  How,  Mr.  Fain-love  ?  it  cannot  be.-r - 

Fan.  Indeed  Sifter  kis  the  iame  for  all  he  talks  fb,  and  he  told 
EQC  bis  coming  was  but  to  try  your  vertue  only- 

Enter  Lodwick  and  Maundy  as  pajjing  over^  hut  Jiand. 

IJak  That  Fain^Iove  whom  Tam  fo  foon  to  marry  !  and  but 
this  day  courted  me  in  another  Dialedt ! 

Witt.  That  was  my  Policy  Madam,  to  pafi  upon  your  Father 
wfth.  But  Fme  a  Man  that  knows  the  value  of  the  Fair,  and  law 
charms  of  Beauty  and  of  wit  in  you,  that  taught  me  to  know  the 
way  tq  your  heart  was  to  appear  my  ifelf,  which  now  I  doe. .  Why 
did  you  leave  me  fb  unkindly  but  now  ? 

Lod.  Hah,  what*s  this  ?  whilft  I  was  grafting  horns  on  ano- 
thers  head,  fbme  kind  friend  was  doing  that  good  office  for 
me,  '  ' 

Maun.  Sure  ’tis  Witt  more  !  —  oh  that  diffemblct— — this  was 
his  Plot  upon  my  Lady,  to  gain  time  with  Ifabell'd.  \  \  \^A$de. 

Witt.  And  being  fb  near  rny  happinefs,  cart  you  blame  me  , 
if  I  made  a  tryall  whether  your  Virtue  were  agreable  to  yOur 
Beauty,  great,  and  to  be  equally  adorM  > 

Lod.  Death,  IVe  heard  enough  to  forfeit  all  my  patience - 

Draw  Sir  and  make  a  tryall  of  your  Courage  too.— — ‘ 

V/itt.  Hah  f  what  def^rate  fool  art  thou  ^  [^draxtfs. 

Lod.  One  that  will  fee  thee  fairly  dathn'd  c’re  yield  his  Trite- 
reft  up  in  Ifahella - -oh  thou  falfe  Woman  ! 

\They  fight  outy  Ifabella  and  Maundy  rfm  offl 

A 

i 

Scene 


Patient  Fansy. 


^  fatmP  Faticj, 


Scene  changes  to  the  long  Street^  a  Pageant  of  an  Elephant 
coming  from  the  farther  end  with  Sir  Credulous  onit^  and 
Jeveral  others  flaying  on  fir  angO  eon  fifed  Infiruments. 

Sir  Cred.  This  fore  is  extraordinary ,or  the  Devil’s  in  t,  and  Fie 
ne  re  truft  Serenade  more.  Q  Come  forward  and  all  play  again. 
-^hold,  hold,  now  for  the  Song,  which  becaufe  I  wou  d  have 
moft  Delicioufly  and  Melodiouify  fong.  Fie  fing  my  felf :  look 
ye,—  hum  — hum.-— — ^ 

Sir  Credulous  fliould  have  Sung, 

THpu  grief  of  my  hearty  and  thou  Pearl  of  my  Eyes^ 

D'on  on  Flannel  Peticoat  quickly^  and  rife  : 

And  from  thy  rejplendent  window  di/cover 
A  face  that  wou  d  mortify  any  young  Lover  : 

For  I  like  great  Jove  Transformed  do  wooCj 
And  am  Amorous  Owl^  To  wit  to  woo^  to  wit  to  woo. 

A  Lover  Ads  Zoz  is  a  fort  of  a  tool 

That  of  all  things  you  bfi  may  compare  to  an  Owl: 

For  in  fome  dark  Jhades  he  delights  fiill  to  fit^ 

And  all  the  night  long  he  cries  Wo  to  wit. 

Then  rife  my  bright  Cloris  and  dlon  on  flip-fhae  : 

And  hear  thy  Amorous  Owl  chanty  Wit  to  woOy  wit  to  woo. 

— Well,  this  won’t  do,  for  I  perceive  no  Window  open,  nor 

Lady-bright  appear,  to  talk  obligingly,  - — *  perhaps  the  Song 

does  not  pleafe  her,  you  Ballad-fingers,  have  you  no  good  Songs 

of  another  falhion? 

^  _ 

I.  Man.  Yes  Sir,  foveral,  Robin ^  —  Hark  how  the  Waters 
faU^fallyfall^^ - 

Sir  Cred.  How  Man  I  Zoz,  remdve  us  farther  off,  for  fear  of 
wetting. 

I.  Man.  No  no.  Sir,  I  only  gave  my  fellow  a  hint  of  an  ex¬ 
cellent  Ballad  that  begins  — —  III  wodded  joys  how  quickly  do  yon 
fade.  Sings. 

Sir  Cred.  Aye,  aye  that,  we*l  have  that, — ^lU  wodded  joys  how 
quickly  do  you  fade^  [  Sings  ^  That’s  excellent  I  Oh  now  the 

G  2  Win- 


Windows  open,  now,  now  (how  your  capering  tricks.  [Valtwg. 

{They  all  pjay  again. 

Enter  a  company  of  fellows  as  out  of  Sir  Patients  Honje^  led 
on  by  a  precife  Clerk^^  all  armed  with  odd  weapons. 

Abel.  Verily ,  verily,  here  be  yhefe  Babes  of  Perdition,  thefe 
Children  of  Iniquity.  / 

Rog.  A  pox  of  your  Babes  and  Children,  they  are  men  and 
Sons  of  Whores  jyhom  we  muft  bang  confoundedly,  for  not  let¬ 
ting  honeft  godly  People  reft  quietly  in  their  Beds  at  Mid- 
night.  > 

Sir  Cred.  Who  s  there  ? 

Rog.  There  with  a  Pox  to  you,  cannot  a  Right-worftiipful 
Knight  that  Has  been  fick  theft  Twenty  Years  with  taking  Phy- 
fick,  fleep  quietly  in  his  own  Houft  for  you,  and  muft  we  be 
rais’d  out  of  our  Beds  to  quiet  your  Hell-pipes  in  the  Devils 
name?  ' 

Abel.  Down  with  Gog  and  M^^(?^,there,there's  the  rotten  Bell¬ 
wether  that  leads  the  reft  aftray,  and  defiles  the  whole  flock. 

Rog.  Hang  your  Preaching  and  let’s  come  to  him,  welmaule 
.  him.  .  [^Beat  Sir  CxQd. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh  (garter  Quarter, Murther,help,Murther,  Murther. 

Enter  Lodwiek. 

Lod.  Damn  theft  Raftalls  who  e  re  they  were,  that  fb  un¬ 
luckily  redeem’d  a  Rival  from  my  fury, —  Hah,  they  are  here, — 
Egad  I’Je  have  one  touch  more  with  ’em,  —  the  dogs  are  Ipoiling 
mydefign’d  Serenade  too — have  amongft  ye,  5 Fights  and 
^  Sir  Credulous  how  is’t  ?  <  beats  ^em  ojf'. 

Sir  Cred.  Whc^  there,  LodwickJ  Oh  dear  Lad,  is’t  thou  that 
haft  redeem’d  me  from  the  inchanted  Cudgels  that  deraolifh’d 
my  triumphant  Pageant,  and  confounded  my  Serenade?  Zoz, 

I’me  half  kill’d  man, - I  have  never  a  whole  Bone  about 

me  (lire. 

Lod.  Come  in  with  me  — a  plague  upon  the  Pvaftal  that, 
^fcap’t  me.  ^  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Third  A&. 
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"-'■'A-  C  T  -IV' 

SCENE  I.  Ladj  Knowel’s  HQiffc.. 


.« j 


i  i  f- 


Ef7ter  \follvmd  by  5*/>  Credulods.  /  i.  \ 

.  M 

Luck,  yff  Avry’d  to  morrow !  and  leave  my  Mother  the  pofleili- 


M 


on  of  Leauder  }  Tie  die  a  thoulapd  Deaths 
How  the  Fool  haunts  me  !  [^Aftde. 

Sir  Cred,  Nay  delicious  Lad}%  you  may  (ay  your  Pleafure,  but 
I  will  juftify  the  Serenadie  tabe  as  high  a  pieceofGallafitry  as 
-Was  ever  praQ:i(ed  in  pur  Age,  tho’  not .  comparable  to  your 
Charms  and  Celeftial  Graces,  v/hich  flaoud  I  praife  as  I  ought;, 
*twpud  require  more  time  than  the  Sun  employs  ii);  his  Natural 
motion  between  the  Tropicks  5  'th^t  is  to  fay  a  whole  Year,-  (for 
by  the  way,  I  am  no  Copermcan  ')  for^  Dear  Madam,  you  muft 

know  my  Rhetorick  Mafter, - -  1  fay  my  Rhetorick  Mafter 

'  who  was - - 

Luck,  As  great  a  Coxcombe  as  your  — -  pray  leave  me 

I  am  (erious,  — I  mull  go  feek  out  Lodwk'k, 

SirCred,  Leave  ye !  I  thank  you  for  that  rfaith,  before  I  have 
(poke  out  my  Ipeech,  therefore  I  lay  Divine  Lady  - —  becaufe 
my  Rhetorick  Mafter  commanded  the  frequent  ufe  of  HypaUa- 
ges.^  Allegories.^  and  the  richeft  Figures  of  that  beauteous  Art,  ~ 
becaule  my  Rhetorick,- - 

Lucr.  I  muft  leave  the  Fool,  follow  if  you  dare,  for  I  have  no 
lealure  to,  attend  your  nonlenfe*  [Goes  out. 

Enter .  Lady  Knowcll, 

La.  Kno.  What,  alone  Sir  Credulous  }  I  left  you  with.  Lucr&<- 
Ua, 

SirCred,  Lucretial  rraeliire  (he  2i\QXy'Ta7:qHinius  Sextus 
of  me,  and  all  about  this  Serenade, —  I  proteft  and  vow,  incompa¬ 
rable  Lady,  1  had  begun  the  fweeteft  Speech  to  her —  tho'I  iay\, 
foch  Flo  vvers  of  Rhetorick  —  f  wou’d  have  been  the  very  Nofe- 
gay  of  Eloquence,  fo  it  wcudy-and  like  an  ungratefull  illiterate 
Woman  as  fhe  is,  ihe  left  me.  in  the  very  middle  onh,  lb  fnulfy 
He  warrant.  .  ^ 

G  3  La,J^n> 


La,Kn,  Be  not  difcourag’d  Sir  ^  Tie  adapt  her  to  a  recon¬ 
ciliation,  Lovers  muft  fijmetimes  exp0ft  tbele  little  Belli-fngaces^ 
the  Grecians  therefore  truly  named  Love  Glucupicros  Eros. 

SirCred.  Nay  bright  Lady,  I  am  as  little  difcouragd  as  ano¬ 
ther,  but  Tme  forry  I  gave  fo  extraordinary  a  Serenade  to  fo 
little  purpofe. 

La.  Kn.  Name  it  no  more,  *twas  onely  a  Gallantry  miftaken, 
but  rie  accelerate  your  felicity,  and  to  morrow  lhall  conclude 
the  great  dilute,  fince  there  is  fiich  Volubility  and  Vieiffitude 
in  Mundan  affairs. -  .  Goes  out. 

faster  Lpdwick,  fiajs  Sir  Credulous  as  he  is  going  Oup  the  other  roa^,. 

Lod.  Sir  Credulous y  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 

SirCred.  Zoz,  what  a  Queftions,  there,  doft  not  know  I  am 
to  untie  the  Virgin  Zone  to  morrow,  that  is,  barter  Maiden-heads 
with  thy  Sifter,  that  is,  to  be  Married  to  her  man,  and  I  muft  to 
Lincolns-Inne  to  my  Counfel  about  it. 

Lod.  My  Sifter  juft  now  told  me  of  it,  but  Sir,  you  muft  not 
ftir. 

SirCred.  Why  whats  the  matter? 

Lod.  Have  you  made  your  Will  ? 

Sir  Cred.  My  Will !  no,  why  my  Will  man  ? 

Lod.  Then  for  the  good  of  your  Friends  and  Pofterity  ftir  not 
from  this  place. 

Sir  Cred.  Good  Lord,  Lodwic\^  thou  art  the  ftrangeft  Man^ 
—  what  do  ye  mean  to  fright  a  b^y  thus  ? 

Lod.  You  remember  the  Serenade  laft  night? 

Sir  Cred.  Remember  it  f  Zoz  I  think  I  do,  here  be  the  marks 
on’t  fore. «! -  ^PuUs  off hk  Peruke  and 

Lod.  Ads  me,  your  head’s  broke,  c  JIkws  his  head  brokg. 

Sir  Cred.  My  head  broke !  why  ’twas  a  hundred  to  one  but 
my  neck  had  been  broke. 

Lod.  Faith  not  unlikely, - you  know  the  next  Houfe  is 

Sir  Patient  Fanc/s  ^  IfabeUa  too  you  know  is  his  Daughter. 

Sir  Credi  Yes,  yes  (he  was  by,  when  I  made  my  dumb  Ora¬ 
tion. 

Lod.  The  fame, - -  this  Lady  has  a  Lover,  a  mad,  furious, 

fighting  killing  Heftor,  (  as  you  know  there  are  enough  about 
this  Town)  this  Monfieur  foppofing  you  to  be  a  Rival,  and  that 
your  Serenade  was  addreft  to  her— 
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SirCred^  Enotigb)  I  snderftand  youj  ftt  thofe  Koguesoli  to 
fmirderme^ 

Sir  Cred,  Worfe  !  Zoz  man,  what  the  Devil  can  be  worft? 

Lod.  Why  he  has  vow’d  to  kill  you  himfelf  .where-ievet  he 
meets  you,  and  now  waits  below  to  that  purpofe. 

Sir  Cred,  Sha,  (ha,  if  that  be  all  Tie  to  him  immedkrtely,  and 
rnake  Affid'^pit  t  fievet  had  any  (itch  defign.  Madam  Ifahiila.  ^ 
ha,  ha,  alas  poof  matt,  I  have  tome  body  elfe  to  think  on. 

L^d,  A£id^tjit  f  why  beH  not  believe  you,  (hould  you  (wear 
your  heart  out,  fome  body  has  pofleft  him  that  you  are  a  damn’d 
Fool,  and  a  moft  egregious  Coward,  a  fellow  that  to  five  your 
life,  will  fweaf  any  thing.  ' 

Sir  Cred,  Wliat  clirfed  luck  s  this ! - why  how  came  he  to 

know  I  liv'd  here  ? 

Ijfd*  I  believe  he  might  have  it  from  Leander  who  is  his 
friend.  ; 

Sir  Cred.  Lea^der^  I  rauft  iconftfi  I  never  lik’d  that  hemder^ 
fince  yefterday.  ! 

Lod,,  He  has  deceiv’d  us  all  that  s  the  truth  on’t,  for  I  have 
lately  found  out  too,  that  he’s  your  Rival,  and  has  a  kind  of 

Sir  Cred,  Smattering  to  my  Miftrefi,  hah,  and  therefore  wou’d 
not  be  wanting  to  give  me  a  lift  out  of  this  worlds  butl  Ihall 
give  him  fcch  a  go-by  — — my  Lady  ¥inomU  underftands  the 
difference  between  Three  thoufand  a  year  and —  prethee  what’.9 
his  Eftate? 

Lod,  Shaw— *-noV(ufficiem  to  pay  Surgeom  Rills.  -  ^ 

SirCred.  Alas  pOot  Ratt,  how  does  he  live  tbdni  '  ."A  - 

Lod,  Hang  him,  the  Ladies  keep  him^  ’tis  a  good  bandfom 
low  and  has  a  pretty  Town  Wit. 

Sir  Cred,  He  a  Wit  f  what,  I’le  Warrant  he  V/fites  Lampoons^, 
rails  at  Plays,  curies  all  Poetry  but  his  own,  and  miraiclis  the 
Players— s-ha,  :  :  ^  ^  >  I  * 

Lod,  Some  ftich  common  Notions  he  has  that  deceive  the  Ig¬ 
norant  Rabble,  amongft  whom  he  paffes  for  a  very  fmatt  Fellow, 
— ’slife  he’s  here.  . 

E?ifer  Leandet*  *  ^  *  ;  • 

Sir  Cred,  Why — what  fhall  1  do#,  be  wiB  hot  affrotlt^e  be*' 
fore  company  ?  hah  ? 

i  duod'*' 
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.  Lod.  Not  in  our  houfe  Sir,'  — bear  up  and  take  no  notice  oh’t. 

[*  Lod.  whifpers  Lean, 

Sir  Cred.  No  notice,  quoth  he  ?  why  my  very  fears  will  betray 
me.  ■■ 

Lean,  Let  me  alone, — Lodwkk^  I  met  juft  now  Withm  Italian 
Merchant,  who  has  made  me  fiicha  Prefent ! 

Lod>  What  is*t  pfethee  ? 

Lean,  A  fort  of  Ipecifick  Poyfon  for  all  the  Senfes,  efpecially 
for  that  of  fmelling,  fo  that  had  I  a  Rival,  and  I  ftioud  fee 
bim  at  any  reafonable  diftance,  I  cou’d  direft  a  little  of  this  Scent 
up  to  his  Brain  fo  fubtlely,  that  it  ftiall  not  fail  of  Execution  in 
a  day  or  two.  . 

SirCred,  How — Poyfon!  xShming  great  Jignes  offear^ 

'  ^  and  holding  his  Noje. 

Lean,  Nay  (hould  I  fee  him  in  the  midft  of  a  thoufind  People, 
>I  can  fo  direft  it  that  it  lhall  affault  my  Enemies  Noftrils  only, 
without  any  effefts  on  the  reft  of  the  Company. 

Oh— J’me  a  dead  man  I  ^ 

Lod,  Is  t  poffible  ?  *  '  ; 

-Lean,  ^Perhaps  fome  little  fheezing  or  fo,  no  harms  but  my 
•Enemy’s  a  dead  man  Sir,  kill’d. 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  this  is  the  moft  damnable  Italian  trick  I  ever  ^ 
heard  of  s  ^why  this  outdoes  the  famous  .  Poyfoner  Madam  Bren* 
mlliers^  well,  here’s  no  jefting  1  perceive  that, 

Lod,  Fear  nothing.  Tie  fecure  you.  [_AJtde  to  him. 

Enter  Wittmore. 

■ — Wittmore  !  how  is’t  friend  !  thou  lookeft  cloudy. 

Witt,  You’le  hardly  blame,  me  Gentlemen,  when  you  fliall 
know  what  a  Damn’d  unfortunate  Rafcal  I  am. 

Lod,  Prethee  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Witt,  < — Why  1  am  to  be  Marry ^  Gentlemen,  Marry ’d  to 
•Day.  ,  .  , .  .4,  , 

Lod,  How,  Marry’d  !  nay  Gad  then  thou’ft  reafon,  —but  to 
whom  prethee?  .  ’  '  *  ' 

Witt.  There’s  the  Devil  oh t  again,  to  a  fine  young,  fair,  brisk 
Woman  that  has  all  the  temptations  Heaven  ckn  give  her. 

Lod,  What  pity  ’tis  they  ftipu’d  be  beftow’d  to  fo  wicked  an 
end!  Is  this  your  intrigue;  that  has-been  long  conceal’d  from 
your  Friends  ? 

Lean, 


Sif  Paiient  F ancy.  4^ 

Leafid.  We  thought  *t  had  Been  fome  kind  Amour,  Ibmething 
oEXove  and  Honour. 

Lod.  Is  flie  Rich  }  if  (he  be  wonderous  Rich,  w.e’le  excufe 
thee. 

Witt.  Her  Fortune  will  be  futable  to  the  Joynture  I  (hall 
make  her. 

LocL  Nay  then  ’tis  like  to  prove  a  hopefull  Match,  — what  a 
Pox  can  provoke  thee  to  this,  doft  love  her  ? 

Witt.  No  there’s  another  Plague,  I  am  curfedly  in  love  el(e- 
where,  and  this  was  but  a  fal(e  addrels  to  hide  that  reall  one* 

Lod.  How,  love  another?  in  what  quality,  and  manner  ? 

Witt.  As  a  man  ought  to  Love,  with  a  good  (ubftantiall  Pat 
fion,  without  any  defign  but  that  of  right-down  honelt  Injoyment. 

Lod.  Aye,  now  we  underftand  thee ,  this  is  (bmething  I  ah 

friend  !  I  had  fuch  an  adventure  laft  night  I  - - you  may  talk 

of  you  intrigues  and  (ubftantiall  Pleafures,  but  if  any  of  you  can 
match  mine,  —  Egad  He  forlwear  womankind. 

Lea/^.  An  adventure !  prethee  where  ? 

SirCred.  What,  laft  night,  when  you  refcu  d  me  from  the  Bill- 
bo-blades  ?  indeed  ye  loo&  a  little  fiirioufly. 

Lod.  1  had  reafbn,  I  was  juft  then  come  out  a  Garden  fiom 
fighting  with  a  man  whom  I  found  with  my  Miftrefi,  and  I  hacf 
at  lead  known  who’t  had  been  but  for  the  coming  of  thole  Ra(^  • 
calls  that  let  on  you,  who  parted  us,  whilft  he  made  his  efcape  Va 
the  crowd. 

Wdtt.  Death !  that  was  I,  who  for  fear  of  being  known  got  a- 
way,  was’t  he  then  that  I  fought  with,  and  whom  I  learnt  lov’d 
ifabeilal  ^ 

Lod.  You  muft  know  Gentlemen,!  have  a  fort  of  a  Matrimo- 
niall  kindnels  for  a  very  pretty  woman,  Ihe  whom  I  tell  you  I 
difturb’d  in  the  Garden,  and  laft  night  (he  made  me  an  allignation 
in  her  Chamber :  when  I  came  to  the  garden  Door  by  which  I 
was  to  have  admittance  ,  I  found  a  kind  of  Neceffary  call’d  a 
Bawdy  waiting- woman,  whom  I  follow’d, and  thought  (he  wou’d 
have  conduced  me  to  the  right  woman  s  but  I  was  luckily  and 
in  the  dark  led  into  a  Ladies  Chamber,  who  took  me  for  a  Lo¬ 
ver  (he  expefted,  —  I  found  my  happy  miftake,  and  wou’d  not 
undeceive  her. 

Witt.  This  cou’d  be  none  but  Lucia.  [^AJfde. 

- Well  Sir,  and  what  did  you  do  there? 

H  Lod, 
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Lod,  Doe?  why  what  doft  think?  alt  that  a  man  in(pir*d  by 


'Love  cou  d  doe,  I  followed  all  the  Dictates  of  Nature,  Youth 
and  Vigor !  ^  . 

Witt*  Oh  hold  my  heart — or  T  fhall  kill  the  Traytor.  [  Afide. 

Sif  Cred*  FoWoWd  all  the  Diftates  of  Nature,  Youth,  and  Vi¬ 
gour?  prethee  what  s  that  ? 

Lod*  I  kift  a  thouland  times  her  talmy  Lips  ,  and  greedily 
took  in  the  nimble  Sighs  dHe;  breath’d  into  my  Soul ! 

'  [ff7V^.’Oh  L5cah  Icauce  contain  my  lelf  '  '  •  [^Aftde^ 

Sir  Cred*  Pfhaw,  is  that  all  man  ? 

Lod*  I  clafpt  her  lovely  Body  in  my  Armes, 
and  laid  my  Bolbm  to  her  panting  Breaft. 

Trembling  flie  :feem’d  all  love  and  fofi?  defife  ^ 

And  I  alh  burning  in  a  youthfull  fire.  ‘  * 

Sir  Cred.  Blefi  us,  the  Man  s  in  a  Rapture. 

Witt.  Damnation  on  them  both. 

Sir  Cred.  Well  to'the  point  man,  what  didft  doe  all  this  while? 

Leaii.  Faith  I  fancy  he  did  not  fleep.  Sir  Credulous. 

\,'LQ.d-  No  friend,  (he  had  too  many  Charms  to  keep -me  waking. 

Sir  Cred.  Had  fhe  (b?  I  fhou’d  have  beg’d  her  Charms  pardon, 
T.teil  her  that  though. 

Witt.  Curfe  on  my  floath,  oh  how  fhall  I  diflemble  ?  A(lde. 

.  Lean.  Thy  adventure  was  pretty  lucky  — but  Wfttmore  thou 
lo_ft  mot  relifh  it. 


\  Witt.  My  Mind’s  upon  my  Marriage  Sir,  — ;-if  I  thought  he 
JoV’4  IfubeBdl  woud  marry  her  to  be  reveng’d  on  him,  at  leaft 
Tie  vex  his  Soul  as  he  has  tortur’d  mine, — well  Gentlemen, 


y/bu’Je  dine  with  me, - and  give  me  your  opinion  of  my 


/'  ,  Where  doft  thou  keep  the  Ceremony  ? 

.  'Vyan..  'Ax.  Sir  Patient  Fancyes^  my  Father  in  Law. 

hod.  How  !  Sir  Patient  Fancy  to  be  your  Father  in  Law  ? 
,\;Lean.  My  Uncle  ? 

■  'Witt,  He’s  fir’d  — "tis  his  Daughter  Sir  I  am  to  Marry. — ^ — 

.  ridiAd.  \\fdheUtt  {  Leander^  can  it' be?  — ^can  fhe  conlentto  this? 
-anti^can  &e  love  .7011? 

Witt.  Why  Sir,  what  do  you  fee  in  me,  fhou’d  render  me  un¬ 
fit  to  be  belov’d  ?  '  f  ^ttgry. 


[^drawsLdm  a  fide. 
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.  Witt.  Why  Sir,  I  hope  this  is  not  the  kind  Lady  -who  was  (b 
foft,  fo  fweet,  and  charming  laft  night. 

Lod.  Hold  Sir — we  yet  are  friends.  — - 

Witt.  And  might  have  ftill  been  fo,  hadft  thou  not  bafely  rob’d 
me  of  my  Intereft.  .  .  \ 

Lod.  Death!  do  you  (peak  my  Language  ?  \^Readytodratp. 

Witt.  No,  take  a  fecret  from  my  angry  heart,  which  all  its 
friendftiip  to  thee  cou’d  not  make  me  utter,  — it  was  my  Miftrefs 
you  fiirpris’d  laft  night. 

Lod.  Hah,  my  Lady  Fancy  his  Miftrels  ?  Curie  on  riiy  prating 
Tongue,— r —  .  [^Aflde. 

SirCred.  What  a  Devifs  all  this,  hard  words,  heart-burnings, 
refentments  and  all  that  ? 

Lean.  You  are  not  quarrelling  I  hope, my  friends? 

Lod.  All  this  Sir  we  liilpefted,  and  Imokt  yourborrowing  Mo^ 
ny  laft  night,  and  what  I  laid  was  to  gain  the  mighty  fecret  that 
had  been  fo  long  kept  from  your  friends — but  thou  haft  done  a 
>  bafenels.  — ^  iayes  his  hand  on  hk  Svpord> 

Lean.WoXd^  whats  the  matter  ? 

Witt.  Did  you  not  rob  me  of  the  Viftory  then  Lve  been  fo  long 
a  toylingfor  ? 

Lod.  If  I  had  ®twou  d  not  have  made  her  guilty,  nor  me  a  Cri¬ 
minal!,  (he  taking  me  for  one  Ihe  lov’d,  and  I  her  for  one  that 
had  no  intereft  in  my  friend,  and  who  the  Devil  wou’d  have  re¬ 
fus’d  fo  fine  a  woman  ?  nor  had  I,  but  that  I  was  prevented  by 
her  Hufband^  — -but  IfaheUa  Sir.  you  muft  refign. 

Witt.  I  will,  provided  that  our  friendftiip’s  lafe  5  I  am  this 
day/to  marry  her,  and  if  you  can  find  a  means  to  dot  in  my 
room  ,  I  fhall  refign  my  intereft  to  my  friend,  for  kis  the 
lovely  Mother  I  adore  ! 

Lod* ,  And  was  it  you  I  fought  \vkh  in  the  Garden  ? 

Witt.  Yes,  r  arid  thereby  hangs  a  tale  of  a  miftake  almoft  equall 
to  thine,  which  Lie  at  lealure  tell  you.  [Talks  to  Lod.  and  Lean. 

SirCred.  I’me  glad  they’re  friends,  Zoz  here  was  like  to  have 
been  a  pretty  bufinels,  what  Damnable  work  this  lame  woman¬ 
kind  makes  in  a  Nation  of  Pools  that  are  Lovers ! 

Witt.  ;Look  ye,.  I’me  a  Damn’d  dull  fellow  at  invention.  Tie 
therefore  leave  you  to  contrive  matters  by  your  felves,  whilft 
Lie  go  try  how  kind  fortune  will  be  to  me  this  Morning,  and  fee 
in  what  r^adinels  my  Bride  is;  what  you  do  muft  be  thought  on 

H  2  fud- 
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fuddainly^  Fie  wait  on  you  anon,  arid  let  you  know  how  mat¬ 
ters  goe,  — Fme  as  impatient  to  know  the  truth  of  this,  as  for  an 
opportunity  to  injoy  Ijicta.  [^goes  out. 

.  Lod.  Leander  what  (hall  I  doe  ? 

You  were  beft  —  confult  your  Mother  and  Sifter,  wo¬ 
men  are  beft  at  intrigues  of  this  kind:  but  what  becomes  of  me  ? 

Lod.  Let  me  alone  to  diipatch  this  fool,  I  long  to  have  him 
out  of  the  way,  he  begins  to  grow  troublefome — but  now  my 
Mother  expefts  you. - ^ 

Lean.  Prethee  be  carefull  of  me. —  [^Ex.  Leander. 

SirCred.  What  was  this  long  whifper,  fomething  about  me  .> 

Lod.  Why  yes  faith  I  was  perlwading  him  to  (peak  to  his 
friend  about  this  bufinels,  but  he  (wears  there’s  no  hopes  of  a  re¬ 
conciliation,  you  are  a  dead  man  unle(s  fome  cleanly  conveyance 
of  you  be  (bon  thought  on. 

SirCred.  Why,  Fie  keep  within  doors  and  defy  malice  and 
foul  weather. 

Lod.  O  he  means  to  get  a  warrant  and  (earch  for  ftolen  good% 
prohibited  Commodities  or  Conventicles,  there’s  a  thoulandci- 

vill  pretences  in  this  Town  to  commit  outrages— let  me  (ee _ 

[They  both  pamje  awhile^ 

SirCred,  Well  I  have  thought,  — and  of  (rich  a  bufinels,  that; 
theDevirs  in’t  if  you  don’t  (ay  i  am  a  n^n  of  intrigue. 

Lod.  What  is’t  > 

SirCred.  Ha  ha  ha,  I  muft  have  leave  to  laugh  to  think  how 
neatly  I  (hall  defeat  this  (bn  of  a  whore  of  a  thunder  thumping 
Heftor. 

Lod.  Be  ferious  Sir, this  is  no  laughing  matter,  if  I  might  ad  vile, 
you  (hbuld  fteal  into  the  Country,  for  two  or  three  days  till  the 
bufinels  be  blown  over. 

Sir  Cred.  Lord,  thou  art  lb  hafty  and  conceited  of  thy  own  in- 
vention,thouwik  not  give  a  man  leave  to  think  in  thy  company, 
why  thefe  were  my  very  thoughts,  nay  more,  I  have  found  a  way 
to  get  off  clever,  though  he  watch  me  as  narrowly  as  an  inrag’d 
Serjeant  upon  an  efeape. 

Lod.  That  indeed*  wou’d  be  a  Mafter-piece^^ 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  look  ye,  do-ye  fee  that  great  Basket  there? 

Lod.  I  doe,  - this  you^  meani —  a  Baskjet. 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well,  put  me  into  this  Basket,  and  cord  me 
down,  fend  for  a  couple  of  Porters^  hoift^  away  with>  Di- 
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reftion,  to  an  old  Uncle  of  mine,  one  Sir  Anth<my  Bubleton  at 
Buhleton-Hall  in  Effex^  and  then.  Whip  flap  dafh,  as  No^s  lays  in 
the  Play,  Fme  gone  and  who’s  the  wiler. 

Loct.  I  like  it  well. 

S/r  Cred,  Nay  lofe  no  time  in  applauding,  Tie  in,  the  Carrier 
goes  this  morning,  farewell  Lodmr^ — -  ^Gees  into  the  Basket. 
I’le  be  here  again  on  Thurfday.  (*Lod.  mites  a  direHian^ 


Lod.  By  all  means  Sir, 
Porters. 


Enter  Boy^^  , 

—  Who’s  there. 


call  a  couple  of 
Infix’.  Boy. 


Sir  Cred.  One  word  more,  the  Carrier  lies  at  the  Bell  in  Fri- 
day-Jlreety  pray  take  care  they  fet  me  noton  my  head.— 

iPops  in  again. 

•  -  Enter  Boy  and  two  Porters. 

Lodi  Come  hither,  cord  up  this  Basket,  and  carry  it  where  he 
lhall  direft  —  Leander  will  never  think  he’s  free  from  a  Rival 
till  he  have  him  in  his  pofleffion,, —  To  Mr..  Leander  Fanoy-s  at 
the  next  door  5  fay  ’tis  things  for  hin^  out  of  the  Countrey. — 
Write  a  direftion  to  him  on  the  Basket  lid.  [AJide  to  the  Boy.. 

{Porters  going  to  carry  offthe  B'aJ^ 
k^t  on  a  long  Pole  between  'em.. 

Enter  Lady  Knowek 

La.Kn.  What’s  this  ?  whither  goes  this  Basket? 

SirCred.  Ah  Lord!,  they  are  come  with  the  Warrant.- 

\Feeps  out  of  the  Baskgt.. 
hod.  Only  Books  Madam  offer’d  me  to  buy,  but  they  do«not 
pleafe  me.^ 

La.IGs.  Books  ?  nay  then  fet  down  the  Basket  Fellows ,  andi 
let  meperofc  ’emi  who- were  the  Authors,  and  what  theitLan^ 
guage  ? 

SirCred.  A  Pox  of  all  Learning  I  fey,—  ’tis  my  Mother-in- 
Law.  [Porters  going  to  fit  down  the  Baskjet. 

Lod.  Hold,  hold  Madam, they  are  only  and  Ibme  Law>- 

Frencbi.. 

H  5: 
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La.Kff.  Oh  faugh^  how  I  hate  that  vile.fott  of  reading!  up 
with  ^em  ^gain  fellows,  and  away.  ^he  Porters  ta^ 

i  Jip  artd  QO  out. . 


Lod,  God-a-mercy  h^'w-Fre^ch,  .  [_AJide. 

La.  K>2.  Law-French  !  out  upon’t,  I  cou’d  find  in  my  heart 
to  have  the  Porters  bring  it  back,  and  have  it  burnt  for  a  Herely 
„tp  Learning.  ^ 

Lod.  Or  thrown  into  the  Thames^  that  it  may  float  back  to 
Normandy  to  have  the  Lai^uage  neW  modelfd. 

La.  Kn.  You  lay  well,  out  what’s  all  this  ad  IphicJi  bonk  , 
where's  Sir  Credulous  all  this  while?  his  affairs  expeft  him. 

/Lod.  So  does  Leander  your  Ladifhip  within. 

\  '  La.  Kn.  :  Leander  !  Flymen.^  Hymen^e^  Tie  wait  on  him,  Lod- 
wick^  l  am  refolv’d  you  fliall  marry  Ifabella  too^  I  have  a  defign 
in  my  head  that  cannot  fail  to  give  you  the  poflefiion  of  her 
within  this  two  or  three  hours. 

Lod.  Such  an  Indulgence  will  make  me  the  happieft  of  men, 
afid  I  have  fbmething  to  fay  to  your  Ladifhip  that  will,  oblige 
to  haften  the  defign.— 

La.  Kn.  Come  in  and  let  me  know  it.  [Exeunt. 


-  SCENE  II.  A  Table  and  Chairs. 

Enter  Lady  Fancy  hz  a  Morning  drefs^  Maundy  with  Pen^ 
In!^^  and  Paper. 

La.  Fa.  Wittmore  in  the  Garden  faift  thou  with  Ifabella  A  Oh 
Perjur’d  man !  it  was  by  his  contrivance  .then  I  was  betray’d  laft 
night.  '  ?  . 

Maun.  I  thought  fb  too  at  firft  Madam,  till  going  to  conduft 
Mr.  Knowel  through  the  Garden,  he  finding  Mr. W/ttmore  there 
with^/»e/K/,drew  on  him,and  they  both  fought  out  of  the;Garden, 
what  mifchiefs  done  I  know  not,  but  Madam,  I  hope 
Mr.:  Kn^owel  was  not  uncivil  to  your  Ladifliip  I  had  no  time 
to  ask  what  part  between  you.  .  ' 

La.  Fa.  Oh  name  it  not  I  , I  gave  him  all  I  had  referved  for 
Wittmore!  I  was  lb  poffeft  with  the  thoughts  of  that  dear  falle 
one,'  I  had  no  fenfe  free  to  perceive  the  cheat, but .  I  will  be 
reveng'd,' —  come  let  me  end  my  Letter, we  are  lafc  from  inter- 
juptioli.  * 


Maun. 
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Mauf/.  Yes  Madam,  Sir  Patient  is  not  yet  up,  the  Doftors 
have  been  with  him,  and  tell  him  he  is  not  lb  bad  as  we  per- 
Ivv'aded  him. 

La.  Fa.  —  And  was  be  ibft  and  kind  ?  - —  By  all  that  s  good 
fhe  loves  him,  and  they  contriv’d  this  meeting,  my  Pen  and 
Ink -  I  anv  impatient  to  unload  my  Soul  of  this  grc^t  weight 

ofjealoufie. -  [^Sits  don>n  and  writes. 

.  .  *  /  .1 

Enter  Sir  Patient  looking  over  her  Slmilder  a  tip-toe. 


Maun.  Heaven !  here’s  Sir  Patient  Madam. 

La.  Fa.  Hah, —  and  ’tis  too  late  to  hide  the  Paper,  I  was 

juft  going  to  lublcribe  my  name. 

Sir.  Pat.  Good  morrow,  my  Lady  Fancy your  Ladifhip  is 
well  imploy’d  I  lee. 

La.  Fa.  Indeed  I  was,  and  pleafantly  too,  I  am  writing  a  Love- 
letter  Sir,  —  but  my  Dear^  what  makes  you  lb  foon  up  ? 

Sir  Pat.  A  Love-letter  !  —  let  me  lee^t.  [Goes  to  tak§  it. 

.  La.  Fa.  rie  read  it  to  you  Sir. 

Mam.  What  mean  you  Madam  ?  [Ajide. 


Lady  Fancy  Reads. 

It  was  but  yejlerday  you  /wore  you' lov'd  me.^  and  I  poor  cajyfoql 
believed.^  but  your  laji  nights  Infidelity  has  undeceived  my 
heart and  rendred  you  the  falfefi  Man  that  ever  Woman 
fight  for.  Tell  me.^  how  durfi  you  ,  when  I  had  prepared  all 
things  for  our  enjoyment.^  be  Jo  great  a  Devil  to  deceive  my 
languifhing  expeSations}  And  in  your .  room  fend  one  that 

has  undone - —  •  •  .  £ 

Tour - - 


Maun.  Sure  (he’s  mad  to  read  this  to  him. 

Sir  Pat.  Hum, —  I  profels  ingenuoufly — •  Lthink  it  is  indeed 

a  Love-letter, -  my  Lady  Fancy  What  means  all  this  }  as  I 

Itake  it  here  are  Riddles  andMyfteries  in  this  bufinels. 

La.  Fa.  Which  thus  Sir  I’le  unfold.  ^ —  VTa kgs  the  Pen  and 

A  .  .  X  writes  Ilabeila. 

Sir  Pat.  How  !  undpne- - - Tfabell a ^  my 

Daughter  ? 

La.Pa.  Yes  my  ^his  morning  into  her  Chamber, 

Ihe  not  being  there,  I  took  up  a  Letter  that  lay  open  on  her 

Table, 


Mr 


Table,  and  ont  of  curiolity  read  it,  as  near  as  I  can  remember 
*twas  to  this  purpofe,  I  writ  it  out  now  becaufe  I  had  a  mind 
thon  {hou  d'ft  fee*t  5  for  I  can  hide  nothing  from  thee. 

Sir  Pat.  A  very  good  Lady  I  profefi,  to  whom  is  it  di- 
refted? 

La.  Fa.  Why,  —  Sir,  —  What  (hall  I  fiy,  I  cannot  lay  it 
now  on  Lodvpiok.  —  ^  [Afide. 

I  believe  ftie  meant  it  to  Mr.  F cun-love^  for  whom  el(e  cou’d  it 
be  defign’d  ?  (he  being  fo  foon  to  marry  him. 

Sir  Pat.  Hah,  — Mr.  FainAovt !  fo  foon  fo  fond  and  amo¬ 
rous  ! 

La.  Fa.  Alas,  "tis  the  exculable  fault  of  all  young  Women , 
thou  knoweft  I  was  juft  fiich  another  fool  to  thee,  fo  fond  — 
and  fo  in  love. — 

Sir  Pat.  Ha, - thou  wert  indeed  my  Lady  Fancy ^  indeed 

thou  wert,  —  but  I  will  keep  the  Letter  however,  that  this 
idle  Baggage  may  know  I  underftand  her  tricks  and  intrigues.  — 

Puts  up  the  Letter. 

La.  Fa.  Nay  then  ’twill  out:  no  I  befeech  you  Sir  give  me  the 
Letter,  I  wou’d  not  for  the  World  IfabeUa  fliou’d  know  of  my 
theft,  *twou  d  appear  malicious  in  me,  —  befides  Sir,  it  does  not 
befit  your  Gravity  to  be  concern’d  in  the  little  quarrels  of 
Lovers. 

Sir  Pat.  Lovers  1  Tell  me  not  of  Lovers,  my  Lady  Fancy 
with  Reverence  to  your  good  Ladiftiip,  I  value  not  whether 
there  be  love  between  ’em  or  not.  Pious  Wedlock  is  my  bufinefi, 
—  nay,  I  wHl  let  him  know  his  own  too,  that  I  will,  with  your 
Ladimip’s  permiffion. 

La.  Fa.  How  unlucky  lam! —  Sir,  as  to  his  Chaftifoment,  ufe 
your  oWn  diforetion,  in  which  you  do  abound  moft  plentifully, 

- - but  pray  let  not  IJabella  hear  of  it,  for  as  I  wou’d  pre- 

ferve^my  duty  to  thee,  by  communicating  all  things  to  thee,  fo 
I  wou’d  conferve  my  good  opinion  with  her. 

Sir  Pat.  Ah,  what  a  bleffing  I  poffels  in  fo  excellent  a  Wife ! 
and  in  regard  I  am  every  day  defcending  to  my  Grave,—  ah  — 
I  will  no  longer  hide  from  thee  the  provifion  I  have  made  for 
Aee,  in  cafe  I  die.  — 

La.  Fa.  This  is  the  Mufickthatl  long’d  to  hear. — Die  ! — Oh 
that  fatal  word  will  kill  me —  [Weeps.^  Name  it  no  more  if 
you’d  preferve  my  life.-  —  - 

Sir  Pat. 
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Sir  Pat,  Hah, — now  cannot  I  refrain  joyning  with  hei  in  af- 
fediionate  tears  —  no  but  do  not  weep  for  me  my  excellent  Lady 
—  for  I  have  made  a  pretty  competent  Eftate  for  thee,  Eight 
thouland  Pounds,  which  I  have  conceal’d  in  my  Study  behind 
the  Wainfcot  on  the  left  hand  as  you  come  in. 

.  La.  Fa.  Oh  tell  not  me  of  tranfitory  wealth,  for  Fme  refolv’d 

not  to  (urvive  thee.  Eight  thouland  Pounds  (ay  you?  - - Oh 

I  cannot  indure  the  thoughts  on’t.  [Weeps. 

S/r  Pat.  Eight  thouland  Pounds  juft, my  deareft  Lady. 

La.  Fa,  Oh  you’l  make  me  delperate  in  naming  it,  —  is  it  in 
Gol?i  or  Silver?  . 

Sir  Pat.  In  Gold  my  Deareft  the  raoft-part,  the  reft  in  Sil¬ 
ver. 

La.  Fa.  Good  Heavens  !  why  ftiou’d  you  take  (uch  plealure 
in  afflifting  me.  [  Weeps.J  — ^ Behind  the  Wainfcot  fay  you? 

Sir  Pat.  Behind  the  Wainlcot,  prethee  be  pacifi’d, — .—.thou 
makeft  me  lo(e  my  greateft  vertue,  Moderation,  to  (ee  thee  thus, 

,  alas  we’re  all  born  to  die. - 

La.Fa.  Again  of  dying  ]  uncharitable  rnan,why  do  you  delight 
in  tormenting  me  ?  — on  the  left  hand  (ay  you  as  you  go  in? 

Sir  Pat.  On  the  left  hand  my  Love,  had  ever  Man  (uch  a 
Wife? 

La.  Fa.  Oh  my  Spirits  fail  me, — ^lead  me,  or  I  (hall  faint,- — 

lead  me  to  the  Study  and  (heW  me  where  ’tis, - for  I  am  able 

to  hear  no  more  ofit. 

Sir  Pat.  I  will,  if  you  will  prdtnile  indeed  and  indeed,  not  to 
grieve  too  much.  [Gowg  to  lead  her  out. 

Ef/ter  Wittmore. 

/  Witt.  Heaven  grant  me  (bme  kind  opportunity  to  (peak  with 
Lucia  I  hah,  (he’s  here,  —  and  with  her  the  fond  Cuckold  her 
Hufband,  — — Death,  he  has  (py*d  me,  there’s  no  avoiding 
him..— — .  ^  . 

Sir  Pat.r  Oh.^  are  you  there  Sir  t—Mauudj  look  to  my  Lady, 
—  I  take  it  Sir,  you  have  not  dealt  well  with  a  per(bn  of  my. 
Authority  and  Gravity..  <[Gropes  for  the  Let^ 

\  ter  in  his  pocket.. 

:  Witt.  So,  this  can  be  nothing  lefi  than  my  being  found  out 
to  be  no  Tork^hire  Efc\^  :  a  Pox  of  my  Geneva  breeding,  it  muft 
bd  (b,  what  the  Devil  (hall  I  (ay  now  ? 

I  Sir  Pat. 
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Sir  Pat.  And  this  difingenuous  dealing  does  ill  become  the 
perfon  you  have  reprefented,  I  take  it. 

Witt.^  Reprefented!  Aye  there ‘tis,  wou’d  I  were  handfofnely 
off  o’  this  bufinefs  3  neither  Lucia  nor  Maundy  have  any  intelli¬ 
gence  in  their  demure  looks  that  caninftruft  a  man,  — — — why 

faith  Sir,  —  I  liiuft  confels,- - 1  am  to  blame  ■  ^  and  that  I 

have  —  a  — 


La.  Fa.  Oh  Maundy  !  he’l  difcoverall,  what  (hall  we  do? 

Sir  Pat.  Have  what  Sir? 

Witt.  From  my  violent  paffiOn  for  your  Daughter. — 

Z^.  Oh  Tme  allconfufion.-^ - 

Witt.  Egad  I  am  i’th’  wrong,  I  fee  by  Lucidslooks. 

Sir  Pat.  That  you  have  Sir,  you  wou’d  fey,  made  a  fport  and 
May-game  of  the  ingagement  of  your  Word  3  I  take  it  Mr.  Fain- 
love.,  ’tis  not  like  the  flock  you  came  from. 

Witt.  Yes,  I  was  like  to  have  Ipoil’d  all,  ’sheart  what  fine 
work  I  had  made-- — ^but  mofl  certainly  he  has  difeover’d  my 

paffion  for  his  Wife, - —well.  Impudence  affift  me—  I  made 

Sir  a  trifle  of ’my  word  Sir,  from  whom  have  you  this  intelli¬ 
gence  ? 

Sir  Pat.  From  whom  fliotfd  I  Sir,  but  from  my  Daughter  J/S- 
hella  ^ 


Witt.  Ifabella !  The  malicious  Baggage  underflood  to  whom 
my  firfl  Courtfhip  was  addrefi’d  laft  night,  and  has  betray’d 


me. 


Sir  Pat.  And  Sir  to  let  you  fee  I  utter  nothing  without  pre¬ 
caution,  pray  read  that  Letter. 

Witt.  Hah  —  a  Letter  !  what  can  this  mean,  —  *tis  Lucia’s 
hand,  with  Ifabella’ s  name  to’t,  — ^Oh  the  dear  cunning  Creature 
to  make  her  Husband  the  meffenger  too.  iQfle  Reads’^  —  How, 
rfend  one  in  my  room  ? 

La.  Fa.  Yes  Sir,  you  think  we  do  not  know  of  the  appoint¬ 
ment  you  made  lafl  night,  but  having  other  affairs  in  han^than 
to  keep  your  promife,  you  fent  Mr.  Knowel  in  your Yoom,— falfc 
man. 

VFitt.  I  fend  him  Madam !  I  wou’d  have  fboner  died. 

Sir  Pat.  Sir  as  1  take  it  hecou’d  not  have  known  of  your  de- 
fignes  and  RendeJtvous  without  your  infbimation,  '—  were  not 
yOu’ to  have  met  my  Daughter  here  to  night  Sir  ? 

Witt.  Yes  Sir,  and  I  hope  ’tisno  liich  great  crime,  to  defire  a 

little 
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little  converfation  with  the  fair  perlbn  one  loves,  and  is  fo  (bon 
to  marry^  which  I  was  hinder’d  from  doing  by  the  greatefland 
moft  unlucky  misfortune  that  ever  arriv’d  :  but  for  my  (ending 
him,  Madam,  credit  me,  there’s  nothing  fo  much  amam  me  and 
afflifts  me,  as  to  know  he  was  here* 

Sir  Pat.  He  (peaks  well,  ingenuoufly  he  do’s,  —  well  Sir  for 
your  Father’s  (ake,  whole  memory  I  reverence,  I  will  for  once 
forgive  you,  but  let’s  have  no  more  night-works,  no  more  Gam- 
balls  I  befeech  you  good  Mr.  Fain-love. 

-  Witt.  I  humbly  thank  ye  Sir,  and  do  beleech  you  to  tell  the 
dear  Creature  that  writ  this,  that  I  love  her  more  than  life  or 
fortune,  and  that  I  wou’d  (boner  have  kill’d  the  man  that  u(urp'd 
my  place  laft  night  than  have  aliifted  him. 

La.  Fa.  Were  you  not  faKethen  ?  —  Now  hang  ine  if  I  do 
not  credit  him.  \JiJide. 

Sir  Pat.  Alas  good  Lady !  how  (he’s  concern’d  for  my  Inte- 
reft,  (he’s  even  jealous  for  my  Daughter.  \jl(ide. 

PFitt.  Falfe !  charge  me  not  with  unprofitable  fins  5  wou’d  I 
refufe  a  Bleffing,  or  blalpheme  a  Power  that  might  undo  me  ? 
wou’d  I  die  in  my  full  vigorous  health,  or  live  in  conftant  pain? 
All  this  I  cou’d,  fooner  than  be  untrue. 

Sir  Pat.  Ingenuoufly, my  Lady  Fancy^he  (peaks  dilcreetly,  and 
to  purpofe. 

La.  Fa.  Indeed  my  Dear  he  does,  and  like  an  honeft  Gentle¬ 
man,  and  I  (hou’d  think  my  felf  very  unreafonable  not  to  believe 
l^im,  —  and  Sir  Pie  undertake  your  peace  (hall  be  made  with 
your  Miftrefi. 

Sir  Pat.  Well,  I  am  the  mofl  fortunate  man  in  a  Wife  that  ever 
had  the  bleffing  of  a  gpod  one. 

Witt.  Madam,  let  me  fall  at  your  feet,  and  thank  you  for  this 
Bounty.  [Kneels^^  — Make  it  your  own  cafe,  andtnen  confider 
what  returns  ought  to  be  made  to  the  moft  paffionate  and  faith¬ 
ful  of  Lovers. 

Sir  Pat.  I  profe(s,  a  Wonderful  good  natur’d  youth  this,  rife  Sir, 
my  Lady  Fancy  (hall  do  you  all  the  kind  Offices  (he  can,  o’  my 
word  fhe  (hall. 

La. Fa.  I’me  all  obedience  Sir,  and  doubtlefi  (hall  obey 
you. 

Sir  Pat.  You  muft,  indeed  yoii  muft,  and  Sir  Tie  defer  your 
Happinels  no  longer,  this  day  you  (hall  be  marry ’d. 

I  2  VFtu 


Sir  Vatient  V mcy. 

Witt.  This  day  Sir ! - why^'the  Writings  are  not  made. 

Sir  Pat.  No  matter  Mr.  Fainldve^  her  Portion  ftiall  be  equi¬ 
valent  to  the  Jointure  you  lhall  make  her,  I  take  it,  that’s  fiiffi- 
dent. 

Witt.  A  Jointure  quoth  he  !  it  muft  be  in  New  Eutopian  Land 

then, - and  muft  I  depart  thus,  without  a  kind  word,  a  look, 

or  a  billiet,to  fignify  what  I  am. to  expedt }  SLool^wg  on 

.  .  .  ‘  i  her  Jlily. 

Sir  Pat.  Come,my  Lady  Fancj^  fhall  I  wait  on  you  down  to 
Prayer?  Sir  you  will  go  get  your  felf  in  order  for  your  Marri¬ 
age,  the  great  afltair  of  human  life,  I  muft  to  my  mornings  De¬ 
votion ;  come  Madam.  ^She  endeavours  to /na^e 

c  Jigns  to  Wittmore. 

,  La.  Fa.  Alas  Sir,  the  faddifcourfe  you  lately  made  me,  has  fo 
difbrder’d  me,  and  given  me  fuch  a  pain  in  my  bead,  I  am  not 
able  to  endure  the  Pfalm  hinging.  ! 

S/r  Pat.  This  comes  of. your  weeping,  ^ —  but  we’l  omit  that 
part  of  th’exercife,  and  have  no  Pfalm  fang. 

La.  Fa.  Oh  by  no  means  Sir,  ’twill  fcandalize  the  Brethren, 
for  you  know  a  Pfalm  is  not  fiing  fo  much  out  of  devotion  as  ’tis 
to  give  notice  of  our  Zeal  and  Pious  intentions,  ftis  a  kind  of 
Proclamation  to  the  Neighbour-hood,  and  cannot  be.  omitted, 
—  Oh  how  my  head  aches ! 

.  Witt.  He  were  a  damn’d  dull  Lover  that  cou’d  not  guefs  what 
file  meant  by  this.  \_^A(ide. 

Sir  Pat.  Well,  my  Lady  Fancy^  your  Ladiftiip  fhall  be  obey’d, 

—  come  Sir,  we’l  leave  her  to  her  Women.  [Ex.  Pat. 
i  .  yAsWinmox^  goes  ont^he  hortis  and 

i  looks  on  her (he  gives  him  a  (ign. 

VFitt.  That  kind  look  is  a  fufiicient  invitation.- - 

La.  Fa.  Maundy  follow  ’em  down,  and  bring  Wittmore  back 
again, —  Q  Exit  Maund,]  There’s  now  a  necefuty  of  our  contri¬ 
ving  to  avoid  this  marriage  handfomely, - and  we  fhall  at 

leaft  make  two  hours  our  own,I  never  wifhUwdI  to  long  Prayers 
till  this  minute. 

Enter  WiXXmox^. 

Witt.  Oh  my  dear  Lucia  I 

V  La.  Fa.  Oh  Wittmore !  I  long  to  tell  thee  what  a  fatal  miftake 
had  like  to  have  happen’d  laft  night. 

Witt. 


Sit  P atient  F ancy. 

Witt,  My  friend  has  told  me  all,  and  how  he  was  prevented 
by  the  coming  of  your  Hufband  from  robbing  me  of  thofe  (acred 
defights  I  languifli  for,  oh  kt  us  not  lo(e  ineftimable  time  in 
dull  talking,  but  hafte  to  give  each  other  the  only  confirmation 
we  can  give,  how  littk  we  are  our  own. 

L^.  Fa.  1  fee  Lodwicl(s  a  Man  of  Honour  j  and  deferve^  a  heart 
if  I  had  one  to  give  him.  >  ~  .  -  ji  -  ,  \^ExeUnt. 

SCENE  ill.  A  Hall  ^ 

Patient  Roger.  .  / 

'  » *  • 

Sir  Pat.  Roger ^  is  Prayer  ready,  Roger  ? 

Rog.  Truely  nay  Sir,  for  Mr.  Gogle  hath  taken  too  much  of  the 
Creature  this  Morning,  and  is  not  in  cafe,  Sir. 

'  Sir  Pat.  How  mean  you  Sirrah,  that  Mr.  is  overtaken 
with  Drink  ? 

Rog.  Nay  Sir,  he  hath  over-eaten  hknfelf  at  Breakfaft  only. 

Sir  Pat.  Alas  and  that’s  (bon  done,  for  he  hath  a  fickly  Sto¬ 
mach  as  well  as  I,  poor  man  — where  is  Bartholomerv^  the  Clerk^ 
he  muft  hold  forth  then  to  day. 

Rog,.  Verily  he  is  al(b  diliibkd,  for  going  forth  laft  night  by 
your  commandment  to  finite  the  wicked,he  received  a  blow  over 
the  Pericranium. — — 

Sir  Pat.  Why  how  now  Sirrah,  Latin  !  the  Language  of  the 
Beafti  hah - and  what  then  Sir?' 

Rog.  Which  blow  I  doubt  Sir,  hath  failed  both  his  Praying 
and  his  Eating. 

Sir  Pat.  Hah!  what  aFamilys  here  ?  no  prayer  to  day 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Fanny. 

Nurf.  Nay  verily  it  fhall  all  out,  I  will  be  no  more  the  dark 
I^nthorn  to  the  deeds  of  darkne(s. 

Sir  Pat.  What’s  the  matter  here  ? 

Nurf.  Sir,  this  young  Sinner  has  long  been  privy  to  all  the 
daily  and  nightly  meetings  between  Mx.Lodvpickjmd  Ifabella^  and 
juft  now  I  took  her  tying  a  letter  to  a  ftring  in  the  Garden  which 
he  drew  up  to,  his  Window, and  I  have  born  it  till  my  Confcience 
will  bear  it  no  longer. 

Sir  Pat.  Hah,  (b  young  a -Bawd  i— tell  me  Minion,  — private 

I  3  meeting  / 


Sir  Patient  PMey. 

meetki^ !  tell  me  truth  I  charge  y  when?  where?  how?  and 
how  bften  ?  oh  file’s  debauctft !  —her  reputation’s  ruin’d,, 
fhele  need  a  double  Portion.  Come  tell  me  truth,  for  this  little 
Finger  here  has  told  me  all. 

Faff.  Oh  Geminy  Sir ,  then  t*hat  little  Finger’s  the  hougeftft 
great  Lyer  as  ever  was. 

Sir  Pat.  Huzy  huzy  — I  will  have  thee  whipt  moft  unmerci¬ 
fully  :  Nnrfe  fetch  me  the  Rod.  ^ 

Oh  pardon  me  Sir  this  one  time  and  Tie  tell  all.  {Kneels. 

^ — .Sir - - 1  have  feen  him  in  the  Garden,  but  not  very 

often. 

Sir  Pat.  Often  !  oh,  my  Family  s  di (honoured,  tell  me  truly' 
what  he  us’d  to  do  there— or  I  will  have  thee  whipt  without  cefc 
fition,  oh  I’me  in  a  cold  Sweat,  there’s  my  fine  Maid,  was  he 
with  her  long  ? 

Fan.  Long  enough. 

Sir  Pat.  Long  enough!  — oh  ’tis  fo,  long  enough — for  what, 
hah  ?  my  dainty  Mils,  tell  me,  and  didft  thou  leave  ’em  ? 

Fan.  They  us’d  to  fend  me  to  gather  flowers  to  make  Nofe- 
gays  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Ah,  demonftration,  ’tis  evident  if  they  were  left  alone 
that  they  were  naught,  I  know’t,  — and  where  were  they  the 
while  ?  in  the  clofe  Arbour  ?  — Aye  Aye  —  I  will  have  it  cut 
down,  it  is  the  Pent-houfe  of  Iniquity,  the  very  Coverlid  of 
Sin. 

Fan.  No  Sir,  they  (at  on  the  Primrofe  Bank, 

Sir  Pat.  What,  did  they  fit  all  the  while,  or  ftand— or  r— lye 
—or— oh  how  was’t  ? 

_  r  •  *  T 

Fan.  They  only  (at  indeed  Sir  Father. 

Sir  Pat.  And  thou  didft  not  hear  a  word  they  (aid  all  the 
while  ? 

Fan.  Yes  I  did  Sir,  and  the  man  talkt  a  great  deal  of  this  , 
and  of  that,  and  of  t’other,  and  all  the  while  threw  Jefimine  in 
her  bofome. 

Sir  Pat.  Well  (aid,  and  did  he  nothing  elfe? 

Fan.  No  indeed.  Sir  Father,  nothing. 

Sir  Pat.  But  what  did  (he  (ay  to  the  man  again  ? 

Fan.  She  (aid,  let  me^e,  — Aye  (he  (aid.  Lord  you'le  forget 
your  felf^  and  ftay  till  fomebody  catch  us. 

Sir  Pat.  Ah,  very  fine, — ^then  what  (aid  he  ? 

Fan. 


Sir  Patient  Fancy. 


Faff.  Then  he  (aid,  WdH  if  I  muft  i>e  gon,  let  me  kave  thee 
with  this  hearty  curie,  A  Pox  take  thee  all  over  for  making  me 
love  thee  fb  confoundedly. 

Sir  pat.  Oh  horrible  ! 

Faff.  — Ohl  cou*d  live  here  for  ever,  — that  was  when  he  kift 

her— - her  hand  only,  are  you  not  a  Damn'd  woman 

making  (b  fond  a  Puppy  of  me  ?  ' 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  unheard  df  wickednels  ! 

Faff.  Wou  d  the  Devil  had  thee  and  all  thy  family,  e  re  I  had 
feen  thy  Curled  face. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  Tie  hear  no  more,  — /flc  liear  no  more — Why 
what  a  Bklphemous  wretch  is  this ! 

Faff.  Pray  Sir  Eather,  do -not  tell  my 'Sifter  of  thi^  (hele-te 
horribly  angry  with  me.  > 

Sir  Pat.  No  no,  get  you  gon,  — oh-I  heart-fick— Tie  up 

and  confult  with  my  Lady  whatshtto  be  donein  this  affair,  oh 

never  was  the  like  heard  of.^ -  J 

1  other  way., 


Scene^the  Lady  Fmci^s  EedchafftlferyJhe^s  difeovered  with  Wittmore 
in  difirder.  A  Tahle^  Sword^  affd  MatU 


Mauff.  D  Nkdam,  Sir  coming  up. 

Coming  up  lay  you-!  ^ 

He  s  almoft  on  the  top  ^  of  the  Stairs, 'Madam.  ^ 
Witt.  What  lhall  I  doe.? 

La.  Fa.  Oh  Damn  him,  I  know  mot,  ifhe&e  thee  here  after 
my  pretended  Jllnefi^  Ihe  miift  need&dilcover  why  li  feign'd, 
have  no  Excufe  ready, — thisCbamberV-unlucky^  therms  no  Avoi¬ 
ding  him,  here- — -fteptbehind  the  Bed,  perhaps  he  'has  only, 
forgot  his  Plalm  Book  and  will  not  flay  long,  y  Wittmore  runs 
-  ^behind  themed. 

^  Y': 

Enter  Sir  VdXitnt.  / 

.  i  * 

Sir  Pat.  Dh  ,  dh,  pardon  this  ihterruption  my  Lady 
•H — —oh  I  am  half  kilFd ,  my  Daughter ,  my  Honour- — —my. 
Daughter,  my  Reputation. 

Good  Heavens-Sir, -is  Ihet  dead'?  ^  • 

Sir  Pat. ^  Lwoud  (be  were,:her  Poition-and  her  Honour  wotfd' 
then  be  lav'd,  >butioh  I’me  fick^  heatt,  JAamdy^  fetch  me^ the. 

Bottle- 


6  4 


Bottle  o£  Mir'dbilis  —  (he’s  wanton 

^  ^  .  s  . ..  ■ 

^  '  E;?ifer  Maundy 


i^chaft, 


oh  I  cannot  fpeak  it,  oh  the  Bottle - [  Drinks']  ftie  has  loft  her 

Fame,  --—her  Shame — her  Name — oh  [^Drinkf]  this  is  not  the 
rightfBottle-— that  with  the  red  Cork  [^Drink/]  Q&c.  Maundy. 
— and  is  grown  a  very  t’other  end  the  town  Creature,  a  very 
Apple  oiSodom^  fair  without  and  filthy  within ,  whatftiall  we 

Enter  Maundy. 


-jdpe  with  her  fhe-sloft,  .undone  5  hali — let  me  fee, 

rinkf\  this  is^—  [_  Drznkf]  !  not  -as  I  take  '\t--^^Drinkf]-^ho-^ 
:,tis  ilpcft%irightw-:^lhes  naughty  r^^fhes^l^  —[jDrmkf]  — 
oh  how  you  Vex  me — [^Drink/]  this  is  not  the  right  Bottle^ 
^^t-— []  Dr7;?4^’]no  no— -here,  {J3ives'^  her  the  Bottle^ 

Munn.:  Youifaid,  that  with  the  Red  Cork  Sir.  £Goef  onf. 

\5/r:;g^^*T:i;  "i!neaGt,thB  piew, - 1  know  not  what  I  fay,  —  in 

fine,  rny  t.ady  .let  us  marly  her  out  of  hand,  for  (he  is  falfn,  falln 
to  Perdition  5  (he  underftands  more  wickednefs  then  had  ftie 
/Been  bred'  in  a  profane  Nunnery  — a  Court,  or  a  Play-houfe, 

Enter  Maundy. 


_Dr2nkf\  — therefore  letsiMarry  herYnftantly-— -out  of  hand, 
\Drtnk/\  Misfortune  on  Misfottune,  {^Drink/]  — -but  Patience 
is  a  wonderfull  Vertue,  [^Drrnks]  -^ha — this  is  very  Comfortable, 


very  Conlbling,  — I  profefs  if  it  were  not  for  thefe  Creature 


%<7the  ufe  and  comfort  of  man  .^Drinks^^} 

'[  La  Fa.  \  like  this  well  y  :Ah  Sir  ’tis  very  true,  therefote  re-' 
ceiye  it  plentifully  and  thankfully.’  ’ 

SirPaf.vrD^w  Ingenioufly  — 

ious  lightfome, - 1  profefs  it  hath  a  very  notable  Faculty, 

- - very  knavilh — arid  ast-it  were-— ^ — waggifh,  ^ - -but 


s. « 

it  hath  made  me  marvel- 


^hahirt7 

Hat  ? 


-  \yhat  ha\^  we  there  on  the  Table  }  a  Sword  and 
iSees  WittmoreV  Sword  and  Hat  on  the  Table 
I  which  he  had  forgot. 

La.  Fa.  Curfe  on  niy'Dullnefs,  — — oh  — thefe  Sir ,  they  are 
Mr^^FuinbrveJ  ^ — i-Tie  being  fb  fbon  .  to  be  Marry'd,  and  being 
ftxaitned  ibr  time,  fent  thefe  to  Maund/  to  be  new  trim'd  with 

Ribbon 


Sir  Patient  Fancy. 


6^ 

Ribbon  Sir - .that’s  all, — ^take  ’em  away  you  naughty  Bag¬ 

gage,  muft  I  have  mens  things  feen  in  my  Chamber  ? 

Sir  Vat.  Nay  nay,  be  :not  angry  my  little  Rogue,  I  like  the 

young  mans  frugality  well, - go  go  your  ways,  — get  you 

gon — and  finefy  your  knacks,  and  tranghams,  and  do  your  bu- 

fineft  — goe. -  ^Smiling  on  Maundy,  gently  beating  her 

with  his  hand  :  Jhe  goes  out^  he  holts  the 
door  after  her.^  and  Jits  down  on  the 
Beds  feet. 

La.  Fa.  Heavens,  what  means  he  ! 

Sir  Pat.  Come  hither  to  me  my  little  Apes  face,  — come 
—come  I  (ay — what  muft  I  come  fetch  you  ?  -^Catch  her,  catch 
her,  catch  her —  catch  her,  catch  her,  catch  her.  C  Running  af 

I  ter  her. 

La.  Fa.  Oh  Sir  I  am  (b  ill  I  can  hardly  ftir. 

Sir  Pat.  rie  make  ye  well,  come  hither  ye  Monky  face,  did 
it,  did  it,  did  it  ?  alas  for  it,  a  poor  (illy  fools  face,  dive  it  a  blow 
and  rie  beat:  it. 

V  You  negleft  your  Devotion  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  No  no,  no  Prayer  to  day  my  little  Ra(calJ,  — — no 
Prayer  to  day — poor  Gogle^s  (ick  — come  hither — why  you 
Refraftory  Baggage  you,  come  or  I  (hall  touze  you,  ingcnuoufly 
Khali,  tom  tom  or  lie  whip  it. 

La.  Fa.  Have  you  forgot  your  Daughter  Sir?  and  your  di(- 
grace  ?  ! 

Sir  Pat.  A  (iddle  on  my  Daughter,  (he’s  a  Chick  of  the  old 
.Cock  I  profefi,  I  was  juft'  (iich  another  wag  when  young,  — but 
(he  (hall  be  marry ’d  to  morrow,  a  good  Cloke  for  tier  knavery  5 
-therefore  come  yOur  ways,  ye  wag,  we’le  take  a  nap  together, 
good  faith  my  little  Harlot  I  mean  thee  no  harm. 

La.  Fa.  No  oVmy  Con(cience.— — — 

Sir  Pat.  Why  then,  why  then  you  little  Mungrel  ? 

La.  Fa.  His  precife  worfhip  is  as  it  were  dilguis’d,  the  out¬ 
ward  man  is  overtaken  —  pray  Sir*  lye  down,  and  Tie  come  to 
you  pre(ently.  .  . 

Sir  Pat.  Away  you  wag,  will  you  ?  will  you— catch  her  there, 
catch  her. 

La.  Fa.  I  will  indeed — -death  there’s  no  getting  feom  him, 
pray  lye  down— —and  fie  cover,  thee  clo(e  enough  fie 


warrant  thee. 


[AJide.  .  He  lyes  down^  Jhe  covers  him. 

K  Had 


66  Sir  Pau’em  Fan(;y, 

Had  ever  Lovers  fuch  fpiglitfull  Luck  hah — -furely  he  fleepa, 

blefi  the  miftaken  Bottle — -Aye,  he  fleeps, — whift,  Witt  more - 

J  He  coming  out  falls  :  pulls  the  Chair  Sir  Patient 
i  flings  open  the  Curtain, 

Witt.  Plague  of  my  over  Care,  what  (hall  I  doe? 

Sir  Pat.  What’s  that,  v  hat  noi(c  is  that  ?  let  me  fee,  we  are 
not  fife,  lock  up  the  doors,  what’s  the  matter,  what  Thunder 
Clap  was  that  }  y  Wittmore  runs  under  the  Bed  :  fje  rurr^  to 

I  Sir  Patient  and  kdlds  him  in  his  Bed. 

La,  Fa,  Pray  Sir  lye  ftill,  ’twas  I  was  only  going  to  fit  down, 
and  a  fuddain  giddinefi  took  me  in  my  head  which  made  me  fall 
and  with  me  the  Chair,  there  is  no  danger  near  ye  Sir— I  was  juft 
coming  to  fleep  by  you.  -  ^ 

SirPai.  Qo  you  re  a  flattering  Hu(v7ife,goe,  Catch  her,  catch 
her — catch  her. —  .  \Lyesdom?,^  fl)}c07)ers  him, 

La,  Fa,  Oh  how  I  tremble  at  the  difmal' apprehenfion  of  be¬ 
ing  difeoyered,  had  I  fecufd  my  fe If  *  of  the -Eight  thouland 
Pound,  I  wou’d  riot  value  Wittmores  being  feen,  bUt-now  t^be 
found  outwou’d  call-my  Wit  in  queftion,Tor ’tis  Mio'fortu^h 
•alone,  ar^’ wile.  — — ^  peeps  from  usuler  ihe^B'sd  d  fse 

Igoesfiftlytothedoottoopenit,  » 

[,WiJf>  Was  ever  man  lb  Plagu’d  ? - hah-^ - -what’s  this 

- confound  ray  tell-tale  Watch,  the  Larum  goes,f  arid-there’^s 

lip  getting  to’t  to  filence  it  5  - - Damn’d  Misfortune  !  '  » 

QiS/’r  Patient  rijes  and  fines  open  the  Cttrt'aiiPL 
Sir  Pat.  Hah,  what  s  that ! 

La.  Fa,  Heavens !  what  s  the  matter?  we  ate  deftin’d  to  dilco- 
very.  f  She  runs  to  Sir  Patient,  and  leaves  the  door  fill  ftjl. 

Sir  Pat.  Whats  that  I  fay,  whaf^  that  ?  let  -me  let  me 
fee,  what  ringing’s  that,  oh  let  me  fee  what  ’tis^  ’  --  : 

Strives  to  get  np^  fise  holds  him  down. 
La.  Fa.  Oh  now  I  fee  my  fate’s  inevitable,  alas  that  ever  I  was 
born  to  fee’t.  ,  •  ,  .  [f  Veeps. 

Witt.  Death  flie’le  tell  him  I  am;  here  !  nay  he  muft  know’t, 
a  Pox  of  all  invention  and  Mechanicks,  and  he  were  damn’d  'that 
firft  contriv’d  a  Watch.  * 

Sir  Pat,  Hah  ,  doft  w^cep,  — why  doft  weep  ?  I  fay  what 
noife  is  that  ?  what  ringing?  hah. — 

:  La.  Fa.  ’Tis  that,  ’tisthat  my  dear  that  makes  me  weep,  alas 
I  never  hear  this  fatall  Noife  but  fbme  dear  friend  dyes. 

Sir  Pat. 


Sir  Patient  Fancy.  5*7 

Sir  Pat,  Hah,  dyes  f  oh  that  muft  be  I,  Aye  Aye,  oh. 
LaiTa.Vvc  heard  it  Sir  this  two  dayes,  but  wou’d  net  tell  you 


'^Sir  Pat.  Hah  !  heard  it  theft  two  dayes  ?  oh,  what  is't^  a  death- 
watch  ?  —hah. — - 

La.  Fa.  Aye  Sir,  a  death-watch,  a  certain  Lamm  death-watch, 
a  thing  that  has  warn’d  Our  Family  this  hundred  years,  oh — i  me 
the  moft  undone  Woman. 

Witt.  A  bleffing  on  her  for  a  dear  diflembling  Gilt  — death 
and  the  Devil,  will  it  never  ceafe  ? 

Sir  Pat.  A  death-watch  ?  ah,  ’tis  fo,  Tve  often  heard  of  theft 

things  — methinks  it  founds  as  if ’twere  under  the  Bed. - - 

\JJffers  to  Jl)e  holds  him. 

La.  Fa.  You  think  fo  Sir,  but  that  ’tis  about  the  Bed  is  my 
grief,  it  therefore  threatens  you  :  oh  wretched  Woman  ! 

Sir  Pat.  Aye,  aye,  Fme  too  happy  in  a  wife  to  live  long:  well, 
I  will  ftttle  my  Houft  at  Hogsdovpne  with  the  Land  about  ir, 
which  is  500 1.  a  year  upon  thee,  live  or  dye,  — do  not  grieve.— 

[^Laj/s  himfelf  dovpn. 

La.  Fa.  Oh  I  never  had  more  cauft,  come  try  to  deep  5  your 

fate  may  be  diverted  - - whilft  Tie  to  prayers  for  your  dear 

health, - 1  have  almofl:  run  [^Covers  him.^  draws  the  Curtains. 

out  all  my  ftock  of  Hypocrifie,  and  that  hated  Art  now  fails  me, 
— oh  all  ye  Powers  that  favour  diftreft  Lovers,  affift  us  now,  and 
rie  provide  againft  your  future  Malice.  K  She  makes  (ignes  to 

t  Wittmore,  he  peeps. 

Witt.  Tme  impatient  of  Freedom,  yet  fo  much  happinefs  as  I 
but  now  injoy’d  without  this  part  of  Suffering  had  made  me  too 

bleft, - Death  and  Damnation !  what  curd  luck  have  I  > 

Alakes  (igns  to  her  to  open  the  Door  :  whilji  he  creeps 
foftly  from  under  the  Bed  to  the  Table by  which  govig 
to  raije  htmfelf  he  pulls  down  all  theDrejJing  things  :  at 
the  fame  infant  Sir  Patient  leaps  from  the  Bed.^  and 
/he  returns  from  the  door  and  (its  on  Wittmores  back^ 
as  he  lies  on  his  hasids  and  and  makes  as  if 

JIk  /wounded. 

Sir  What  s  the  matter !  what  s  the  matter !  has  Satan  broke 
his  everlafting  Chain  and  got  loofe  abroad  to  Plague  poor  Mor- 
talls }  hah  —  what’s  the  matter  ?  [^Runs  to  his  Lady. 

La.  Fa,  Oh  help,  I  dye,  ^ — I  faint — run  down  and  call  for 
help.  K.  2  Sir  Pat. 


68'  Sir  Fatient  Fancy, 

Sir  Fat.  My  Lady  dying  ?  oh  {he  s  gon,  (he  faints, — ^^what 
ho,  who  waits  ?  •  [^Crks  and  banks. 

La.  Fa.  Oh,  go" down  and  bring  me  help,  the  door  is  locke, 

— they  cannot  hear  ye — oh  — 1  goe  — 1  dye - 

h  He  opens  the  dcror  and  calls  help^help. 

Witt.  Damn  him !  there*s  no  efcaping  without  I  kill  the  Dog. 

[^frofn  under  her ,  peeping. 

,  La,  Fa.  Lye  (till  or  we  are  undone. - 

Sir  Patient  returns  rpith  Maundy. 

Mann.  Hah,  dilcover’d ! 

Sir  Pat.  Help,  help  my  Lady  dies. - 

Maun.  Oh  I  perceive  how  ’tis  — — ^Alas  files  dead,  quite 
gone,  oh  rub  her  temples  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  Tme  undone  then,  — l^Weeps'^  oh  my  dear,  my 
Vertuous  Lady  ?  - - 

La.  Fa.  Oh  where's  my  Hufband,  my  dcareft  Hufband  —oh 
bring  him  near  me. 

Sir  Pat.  Tme  here  my  Excellent  Lady. - ^ 

t  She  takes  him  about  the  neck^  and  raifes  her  Jelf 
I  up,^  gives  Wittmore  a  little  kick  behind. 

Witt.  Oh  the  Lovely  Hypocrite,  was  ever  Man  fb  near 
dilcovery  ? — ^ ;  \J3ocs  out. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  how  hard  (he  prefles  my  head  to  her  Bofome  ! 

Maun.  Ah,  that  grafping  hard  Sir,  is  a  very  bad  fign. 

Sir  Pat.  How  does  my  good,  my  deareft  Lady  Fancy  ? 

La.  Fa.  Something  better  now,  give  me  more  Air, - that 

difinall  Larum  Death-watch  had  almoft  kill’d  me. 

Sir  Pat.  Ah  Precious  Creature,  how  (he  affiicis  her  (elf  for  me, 

- —  come  let's  walk  into  the  Dining  room,  'tis  more  Airie,  from 
thence  into  my  Study, and  make  thy  (elf  Miftrefi  of  that  Fortune  I 
have  defign’d  thee,  thou  beft  of  Women.  {^Exeunt^Leading  her. 


The  End  cf  the  Fourth  Ati. 


ACT  V. 


Sir  Vhtient  Fancy, 


A  C  T  V. 


S  C  E  N  E  I.  A  Tabk^  and  Six  Chain. 


Enter  Ilabella  Reading  a  Letter,^  Betty  tricking  her, 

•t 

Ifab,  1*  T  How  came  you  by  this  Letter  ? 

Bet.  Mi(s  Fanny  receiv’d  it  by  a  firing  from  his 
Window,  by  which  .he  took  up  that  you  writ  to  him  this  mor¬ 
ning. 

.  What  means  this  nicety ?  forbear. L. fay. - 

\jHts  fro^  her^ 

Bet.  You  cartnot  be  too  fine  upon  your  VVedding  day. 

Ifab.  Thou  art  miftaken,  leave  me,  —  whatever  he  fays  here 
.  to.  fatisfy;  tny  jealouly,  Iiam  confirm’d  that  he  W’as  falfe,  yet  this 
afliirance  to  fi*ee  me  ftom  this  intended  marriage, ^makes  me  re^ 
folve  to  pardon  him  however  guilty.-  — 

Enter 

How  now !  what  means  this  infoknee?  How  dare  you  having  fo 
lately  made  your  guilty  approaches,  venture  again  into  my  pre¬ 
fence? 

Witt.  Why  ?Ts  there  any  danger,  but  what  s  fo  vifible,in  thofo 
fair  eyes?. 

Ifab.  And  there  may  lie  enough  Sir,  when  they’re  angry.  By. 
what  Authority  do  you  make  this  fawey  vifit?  * 

Witt.  That  of  a  Husband  Madam,  I  came  to  congratulate  the 
mighty  joy  this  day  will  bring  you. 

Ifab.  Thou  dar’fl  not  marry  me,  there  will  be  danger  in*t. 
Witt.  Why  lure  you  do  not  carry  Death  in  your  imbraces, 
Lfmd  no  Terrour  in  that  lovely  fliape,  no  Daggers  in  that  pretty 
fcornfulllook,  that  breath  that  utters  fo  much  Anger  now,  laft 
night  was  fweet  as  new-blown  Roles  are,  - — —  and  fpoke  iuch 
words,  fo  tender  and  fo  kind. 

Ifab’.  And  canft  thou  think  they  were  addrefs’d  to  thee  ? 

Witt.,  No,  nor  coud  the  fliade  of  Night  hide  the  confufion 
which  difordefd  you,  at  the  difcovery  that  I  was  not  he,  the  blefi^ 
fed  be  you  look'd  for. 

K  3  Ifib. 


,^0  sir  Patiem  . Fancy, 

Ifab,  Leave  me,  thou  hated  objeft  of  my  Soul. 

WitL  This  will  not  f^ve  your  turn,  for  I  mull:  marry  you. 

Ifab,  Then  thou  art  a  fool,  aud  draweft  thy  ruin  on  3  why  I 
will  hate  thee,  —  hate  thee  moft  extreamly. 

JVitt.  That  will  not  anger  me. 

Jfab.  Why,  I  will  never  let  thee  touch  me,  not  kifi  my  hand, 
not  come  into  my  fight. 

Witt.  Are  there  no  other  women,  kind,  fair,  and  to  be  pur¬ 
chas’d  ?  he  cannot  frarve  for  Beauty  in  this  age,  that  has  a  ftock 
to  buy. 

Ifab.  Why,  I  will  Cuckold  thee,  look  to’t^  I  will  moft  dam¬ 
nably. 

Witt.  So  woudyou,had  you  lov’d  me,in  a  year  or  two  5  there¬ 
fore  like  a  kind  civil  Husband  I’ve  made  provifion  for  you,  a 
friend,  and  one  I  dare  truft  my  Honour  with,  — ’tis  Mr.  Knowel^ 
Madam. 


Jjab.  Lodvpick^!  What  Devil  brought  that  name  to  his  know¬ 
ledge  ? - canft  thou  know  him,  and  yet  dare  hope  to  marry 

me  ? 

Witt.  We  have  agreed  it,  and  on  thele  conditions. 

Ifib.  Thou  bafely  injureft  him,  he  cannot  do  a  deed  he  ought 

to  blulh  for :  Lodwick^  do  this !  Gh  do  not  credit  it, - -  pre- 

thee  be  juft  and  kind  for  thy  own  Honours  fake,  be  quickly  fb, 
the  hafty  minutes  fly,  and  will  anon  make  up  the  fatal  hour  that 
will  undoe  me. 

Witt.  ’Tis  true,  within  an  hour  you  muft  fiibrnit  to 
there’s  no  avoiding  it. 

Iftbf  Nay  then  be  gone  my  poor  fubmiflive  Prayers,  and  all 
that  ^ull  Obedience  cuftom  has  made  us  flaves  to, - do,  Sa¬ 

crifice  me,  lead  me  to  the  Altar,  and  fee  if  all  the  holy  myftick 
words  can  Conjure  from  me  the  confenting  fyllable;  No;  I  will 
not  add  one  word  to  make  the  charm  compleat,  but  ftand  as  fi- 
lent  in  th’inchantiug  Circle,  as  if  the  Priefts  were  railing  Devils 
there.  '  ^ 


Enter  Lodwick. 


Lod.  Enough,  enough,  my  charming  Ifahella^  I  am  confirm’d. 
Ifab.  LodwkkJ  what  good  Angel  conduced  theeTiithcr  ? 

Lod.  E’en  honeft  Charles  Wittmare  here,  thy  friend  and  mine, 
no  Bug-bear  Lover  he  f  . 

Ifab. 


oii^  ranvm  ancy.  j  t 

Ifah,  Vyittmore!  friend  IVe  often  heard  thfee  name  ?  now 
fbme  kind  niifchief  <>n  him,  he  lias  (b  frighted  me,  I  fcarce  can 
bring  my  lenlq  to  f6  much  order,  to  thank  him  that  he  loves  me 
not.  „  •  . 

Loci,  Thou  dial t  defer  that  payment  to  more  leifure,  Were 
men  of  bufinefi  now.  My  Mother  knowing  of  a  Confultation  of 
Phyficians  which  your  Father  has  this  day*  appointed  to  meet  at 
his*  houTe;*  has  -brib’d  Monfieht  ‘Tffrbdofie  %ks  Frt^ch  Doftbr  in 
Penfion,  to  admit  of  a  Doftor  ol*  two*  of  h^F  recommending , 
who  (hall  arnufe  him  with  dilcourle  till  we  get  ourlelves  mar¬ 
ried  5  and  to  mak^  it  the  more  ridiculous,  T  will  releale  Sir  Cr^- 
df/hkf  from  the  Basket^  ^  I  tkw  it  in  the  Hall  ^s  I  came  through  , 
wc  fhall  have  need  of  the  fool.  •  ’  *  [  fEx. 


Ef/ter  pffi/h/g  ih  the  Basket. 

IT;/ 1. '’Twill  do  welk  •  >’  ''*  '  ^  '  ‘  "  "  •  ^  ‘ 

Lod. /Sir  Cred/floj^s  how  h\  mUn  }  yOper;rfh€  BaskeK 

-  rSjy&^d.  What  am  nbt  1  al  the'  Garriers  yet  ? 

'thy  h^hd,  I’md-  almoft  ■  this  Basket ^i^nts  atiihg 

'cxtreamly^-  it  fmfells  like  an^ld  Ladies  VVedding-GbWri  of  my 
acquaintance,  — ^but  what  s  the  danger  paft,  man  ?  ^ . 

Lod.  iMo,  but  there’s  a  needffity  of  your  being  for  fome  time 
dilguis’d  to  ad  a  Phyfician.  '  ‘  '  ' 

Hovv  !  thiitT  can"^^6ly  do*  ‘for  I  ui^er- 

.  ftaiid  Simples. 

Lod,  That’s  not  material,  fo  you  can  bu¥  Batrte^' weH,  be  very. 
Grave,  and  put  on  a  llarchd  countenance.  ^  '  * 

SirCred,  Banter  ?  whafs  that,  than  '?  •  J  '  • 

Lod.  Why  ’Sir, ’talking  very  much,  and  ilieaning  juft  riblihin^ 
be  full  of  dvdrds  ivithont  any  ^onn^itibh',  ftnee^br  coheludon 
come  in  with  me,  and  ITe  inftrud  you  farther. 

^/VCrerf.-^Tdiaw,  is  that  all,  (ay  no  more  out,  Tie  do’t,  let  me* 
alone' for  Banteiing,  ----<  buf  this  lame  damny^Rivai?  —--c 
’"'  Lod.-  He%  noW  watchingTorybU  Wi^but^  a’rid  Means  to Ibude 
upon  you,  but  truft  to  me  for  jpur  lecddiy'*  come- aiVay,  ^ 
have  you r  •  habif  ready.’  £  ^bes  okf.  ’f'hte  d ay  Ih al  1  ma ke 
thee  mine,  \^t2ix  lJabeBay^--^'\  •*  •  -£Eica  Lod. 

Efjtcr  6‘;>  Patient,  Leandcr,  Roger. 

Sir  Pat.  Marry  Lucibetaa  P  tK^‘ the  City  fit 

for 


72  S'lvVatien^  Fancy. 

for  you  but  the  Daughter  of  the  tnoft.  notorious  fanraftical  Lady 
within  the  Waib ' 

Lean.  Yet  that 

*  .  ■  ' 

me  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Yes  Sir,  Foppery  with  Money  had  been  fomething  , 
but  a  poor  Fop,  hang  t  ’tis  abominable. 

Lean.  Pray  hear  me  Sir.  ; — 

^  Sir  Pat:  Sirrah, Sirrah,  you’re  a  Jackanapes,  ingenuoufly  you  are 
Sir,  Man  y  Lucre tia  quoth  he !  t 

Lean.  If  it  were  (b  Sir,  where’s  her  fault  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Why  Mr.  Coxcombe,  all  over.  Did  I  with  fb  much 
care  endeavour  to  marry  thee  to  the  Mother,  only  to  give  thee 
r^ppovtxxnity  With  Lucretia 

Enter  Lady  Knowel. 

Lean.  This  Anger  (hews  your  great  concern  for  me. 

Sir  P^/.  For  my  name  I  am,  but  ’twere  no  matter  if  thou 
wert  bang’d, and  thou  delerveft  it  for  thy  lewd  Gavaliering  Opi¬ 
nion,  — they  lay  thou  art  a  Papift  too,  or  at  leaft  a  Church 

of  England  Man,  and  I  profels  there’s  not  a  pin  to  chufe, - 

Marry  Lucretia! 

La.  Kn.  Were  I  querimonious,  I  (hou’d  relent  the  affront  this 
Balatroon  has  offer’d  me. 

..  'Ifak*  Dear  Madam,  for  my  lake  do  not  anger  him  now. 

AJide  to  her. 

La.  Kn.  Upon  my  Honour  you  are  very  free  with  my  Daugh¬ 
ter  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  How!  (he  here  I  now  for  a  Peal  from  her  eternal 
Clap'per,  I  had.  rather  be  confin’d  to  an  Iron-mill. 

"  La.  Kn.  Sure  Lucretia  mems  fi  Husband  of  as  much,  worth  qs 
your  Nephew  Sir. 

Sit' Pat.  A  better,  Madam,  for  he’s  the  lewdeft  Heftor  in  the 
Town,^  Jie  has  all  the  Vices  of  youth,  Whoring,  Swearing, 
cDrinking,  Damning,  Fighting,  -7-  and  a  Thouland  more,  num- 
berlels^andmamelels.  ^ 

1  La.  Kn.  Time  Sir  may  make  him  more  abftemious. 

Sir  Pat.  Ob  never  Madam  1  ’tis  ins  Nature,  he  was  born  with 

it,  he’s  given  over  to  Reprobation,  ’tis  bred  i’th’  bone, - he’s 

loft.  .  ^ 

'  Le4n.  This  is  the  firft  good' Office  that  ever  he  did  me. 

La.Kn. 


fantaftical  Tady  you  thoi  ght  fit  for  a  Wife  for 


Fancy 


n 


La.K^.  What  think  you  Sir,  if  in  defiance  of  your  Inurbani- 
ty,  I  take  hini  with  all  thefe  faults  my  (elf? 

Sir  Pat.  How  Madam ! 

La.  K.n.  Without  more  Ambages  Sir,  I  have  confider’d  your 
former  defires,  and  have  conlented  to  marry  him,  notwit hfta n- 
ding  your  exprobrations. 

Sir.  Pat.  May  I  believe^this  Madam,  and  has  your  Ladifhip 
that  goodnefs!  — and  haft  thou  my  Boy  (b  much  Wit?  why  this 
is  (bmething  now,  —  well  he  was  ever  the  beft  and  (weeteft  na- 
tur’d  youth, —  why  what  a  notable  wag’s  this  ?  and  is  it  true 
my  Boy,  hah? 

Lean.  Yes  Sir,  I  had  told  you  fo  before  had  you  permitted  me 
to  fpeak. 

Sir  Pat.  Well  Madam,  he  is  onely  fit  for  your  excellent  Ladi¬ 
fhip,  he  is  the  prettied:  civilleft  Lad ! - well  go  thy  ways  5  I 

fhall  never  fee  the  like  of  thee, no — Ingenioufly  the  Boy’s  made 
for  ever.  Two  thoufand  Pounds  a  year  befides  Money,  Plate, and 

^  Jewels,  made  for  ever. - Well  Madam,  the  (atisfaftion  I  take  in 

this  Alliance,  has  made  me  relblve  to  give  him  immediately  my 
Writings  of  all  my  Land  in  Berkshire^Yiwc  hundred  Pounds  a  year 
Madam,  and  I  wou’d  have  you  Married  this  morning  with 
my  Daughter,  lb  one  Dinner  and  one  Rejoycing  will  (erve 
both. 

La.  TCn.  That  Sir,  we  have  already  agree’d  upon. 

Sir  Pat.  Well  fie  fetch  the  Writings.  Come  Ifabella^  fie  not 
truft  you  out  of  my  fight  to  day.  [Ex.  Sir  Pat.  and  [(ab. 

Lean.  Well  then  Madam,  you  are  relblv’d  upon  this  bufinefs 
of  Matrimony. 

La.  Kn.  Was  it  not  concluded  between  us  Sir  this  morning  ? 
and  at  the  near  approach  do  you  begin  to  fear  ? 

Lean.  Nothing  Madam,  fince  Tme  convincd  of  your  good- 
riefs.  ; 

La.  Kn.  You  flatter  Sir,  this  is  meer  Adulation. 

Lean.  No,  I  am  that  wild  Extravagant  my  Uncle  render’d  me, 
and  cannot  live  confin’d. 

La^Kn,  To  one  Woinan  you  mean}  I  fhall  not  ftand  with 
you  for  a  Miftrefi  or  two,  I  hate  a  dull  morole  unfafhionable 
Blockhead  to  my  Husband,  nor  fhall  I  be  the  firft  example 
of  a  fuffering  Wife  Sir  3  Women  were  created  poor  obedient 


things. 


L 


Sir  Patient  Fancj^ 


Lean,  And  can  you  be  content  to  (pare  trie  five  or  fix  nights 
in  a  week? 

La,  Kn,  Oh  you’re  too  rea  (bn able.  ‘ 

Lean,  And  for  the  reft,  if  I  get  drunk,  perhaps  Tie  give  to 
you ;  yet  in  my  Diink  Tme  damn’d  ill  natur’d  too^  and  may  neg- 
left  my  duty,  perhaps  (ball  be  (b  Wicl^d  to  call  you  cunning,  de¬ 
ceitful,  gilting,  bafe,  and  fwear  you  have  undone  me,  (wear  you 
have  ravifh’d  from  my  faithful  heart,  all  that  cou’d  make  it  bleft 
or  happy. 

Enter  Lucretia  weeping. 

La.  Fa,  How  now  Lucretia  ^ 


Lucr.  Oh  Midarn,  give  me  leave  to  kneel  before,  and  tell  you 
if  you  purfue  the  Cruelty  I  hear  you’re  going  to  commit ,  I  am 
the  moft  lofi",  mod  wretched  Maid  that  breaths  5  We  two  have 
plighted  faiths,  and  (hou’d  you  marry  him,  ’twere  (b  to  fin  as 
Heaven  wou’d  never  pardon. 

La,  Kn,  Rife  fool. 

Lucr.  Never,  till  you  have  given  me  back  Leander^  or  leave 

to  live  no  more,  - pray  kill  me  Madam  3  and  the  .iaraje: 

Flowers  that  deck  your  Nuptial-bed, 

Shall  ferve  to  -ftrow  my  Herfe,  when  I  (hall  lie 
A  dead  cold  witneis  of  your  Tyranny. 

La.  Kn.  Rife,  I  ftill  defigpd  him  yours.  —  I  faw  with  plea- 
&re  Sir,  your  reclination  from  my  addrefles,  —  1  have  proved; 
both  your  Paffions,  and  ’twere  unkind  not  to  Crown  ’em  with 
the  due  premium  of  each  others  merits.  \Gives  hep  to  Lean.^ 

Lean...  Can  Heaven  and  you  agree  to  be  fofoountiful?';- 
La,  Fin.  Be  not  amaz’d  at  this  turn,  Fotat  omne  ' — ~ 

but  no  more,  —  keep  ftrll  that  mask  of  Love  we  firft  put  on, 
till  you  have  gain’d  the  Writings,  for  I  have  no  joy  beyond 
cheating  that  filthv  Uricle  of  thine,,.- — r  Lueretia.wi^t  your  eyes, 
and  prepare  for  riy men hour  draws. nearj.  JThalejJio^  Thaleji 
(to  I  as  the  Romans  cry^d.  ”  ‘  ^  \  - 

’  .  Lucr.  May  you  be  fti  11  admir’d  as  you  deferve 


Enter  Sir  Patient  with.  Writings^  and  Ifabella, 

Sir  Pat.  How  Madam  Lucretia^  and  in  teal's  I- 
La.Kn.  A  little  dilgufted  Sir,  with  her  Father-in-law,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  is  that  all,  hold  up  thy  bead  Sweet-heart,thy  turnV 
next, —  here  Madamj^  I  (urreoder  my  Title,  with  thefc  Writings, 

and 
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and  with  'em  my  ^Oy^my  Life,  my  Darling,  my  Leander^  ^ _ 

now  let's  away,  where's  Mr.  Fain-love  ^ 

Ifab.  He’s  but  ftept  into  Cheapjide  to  fit  the  Ring  Sir,  and  will 
be  here  immediately. 

Sir  Pat.  I  have  bufinefi  anon  about  Eleven  of  the  Clock,  a 
Confiiltation  of  Phyficians  to  confer  about  this  Carkafe  of  mine. 

Lean.  Phyficians  Sir,  what  to  doe  ? 

Sir  PaU  Todol  why  to.  take  their  advice  Sir,  and  to  fol¬ 
low  it. 

Lean.  For  what  I  befoech  you  Sir? 

Sir  Pat.  Why  Sir  for  my  health. 

Lean.  I  believe  you  are  not  fick  Sir, - -  unlefi  they  make 

you  fo. 

Sir  Pat.  They  make  me  fo !- —  do  you  hear  him  Madam,- _ 

am  not  I  fick  Sir?  not  I,  Sir  Patient  Fancy  fick? 

La.  Kn.  He’le  deftroy  my  defign,  ~  how  Mr.  Fancy ^  not  Sir 
Patient  Lick  ?  or  muft  he  be  incinerated  before  you'le  credit  it? 

Sir  Pat.  Aye  Madam, I  want  but  dying  to  undeceive  him,  and 
3ret  I  am  not  fick ! 

Lean.  Sir  I  love  your  life,  and  wou’d  not  have  you  die  with 
Fancy  and  Conceit. - 

Sir  Pat.  Fancy  and  Conceit !  do  but  obferve  him  Madam,  * _ 

what  do  ye  mean  Sir,  by  Fancy  and  Conceit  ?  ^ 

•  La.  Kn.  He*le  ruin  all,  - - why  Sir, - -  he  means - 

Sir  Pat.  Nay  let  him  alone,  let  him  alone,  (  with  your  Ladi- 
fliips  pardon) ^ — —come  Sir,  — —  Fancy  and  Conceit,  I  take  it, 
was  the  Queftion  in  debate,  —  - 

Lean.  I  cannot  prove  this  to  you  Sir,  by  force  of  Argument, 
but  by  demonftration  I  will,ify ou  will  banifti  all  your  couzening 
Quacks, and  take  my  wholefome  advice. 

Sir  Pat.  Do  but  hear  him  Madam,  not  prove  it. 

La.Kn.  Sir  he  means  nothing,  ——  not  fick! alas  Sir  you’re 
very  fick. 

Sir  Pat.  Aye, Aye,  your  Ladiftiip  is  a  Lady  of profound  know¬ 
ledge  - -  -  why  have  I  not  had  the  advice  of  all  the  Doftors  in 

England^  and  have  I  not  been  in  continual  Phyfick  this  Twenty 
years,  —  and  yet  I  am  not  fick  I  ask  my  dear  Lady  Sir,  how  fick  I 
am,  (he  can  inform  you.  £  La,  Kno.  goes  and  talks  to  Ilab. 

Lean.  She  does  her  endeavour  Sir,  to  keep  up  the  humour. 

L  2 


Sir 
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Sir  Pat,  How  Sir  ! 

Lear?.  She  wifhes  you  dead  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Whatfaid  the  Rafcal  ?  wiflies  me  dead ! 

Lear?.  Sir  (he  hates  you. 

Sir  Pat.  How  !  hate  me !  what  my  Lady  hate  me  ? 

Lean.  She  abufts  your  Love,  plays  tricks  with  ye,  and  cheats 
ye  Sir. 

Sir  Pat.  Was  ever  fo  prophane  a  wretch !  what,  you  will  not 
prove  this  neither? 

Lear?.  Yes,  by  demonftration  toa. 

Sir  Pat.  Why  thou  (awcie  Varlet,  Sirrah,  Sirrah  thank  my  La¬ 
dy  here  I  do  not  cudgel  thee,  - - well  I  will  (ettle  the  reft 

of  my  Eftate  upon  her  to  morrow,  I  will  Sir,  —  and  thank  God 
you  have  what  you  have  Sir,  make  much  on’t. 

Lear?^  Pardon  me  Sir, ’tis  not  my  fingle  opinion,  but  the  whole 
City  takes  notice  on  t,  that  I  tell  it  you  Sir  is  the  effeds*  of  my 
Duty  not  ^ntereft,  pray  give  me  leave  to  prove  this  to  you 
Sir.  ‘ 


Sir  Pat.  What  you  are  at  your  Demonftratioh  again?.— come 
—  let’s  hear. 

Lear?.  Why  Sir,  — give  her  frequent  opportunities, — — and 
then  fiirprife  her,  —  or,  — by  pretending  to  fettle  all  upon  her, 
give  her  your  Power,  and  fee  if  (he. do  not  turn  you  out  of 

doors,  — —  or - by  feigning  you  are  fick  to  death - or 

indeed  by  dying. 

Sir  Pat.  I  thank  you  Sir, - ^this  indeed  is  Demonftration, 

I  take  it.. - -  [PuUs  offhfsHat. 

Lear?.  I  mean  but' feigning  Sir,  and  be  a  witnefs  your  felf  of  her 
fbrrow,  or  contempt* 

Sir  Pat.  PaHjes~\  — Hah — hum, — why  ingenloufly  this  may  be 
a  very  pretty  Projeft,  —  well  Sir,  fiippofe  I  follow  your  ad¬ 
vice  ?  —  nay  I  profels  I  will  do  fb,  not  to  try  her  Faith,  but  to 
have  the  pleafiire  to  hear  her  Conjugal  Lamentations,  feel  her 
Tears  bedew  my  Face,  and  her  fweet  Mouth  killing  my  Cheeks 

a  thoufand^  times,  verily  a  wonderful  comfort;^ - and  then 

Sir,  what  becomes  of  your  Demonftration.^ - - 


Errter  Wittniore  with  the  Rir?g. 

Oh,  - - Mr*  Faik-lovCy  come  borne  you  re  tardy,  let  us  away 

tg  Church. 
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Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Sir  here  is  Dodor  Turboone^  and  thofe  other  Dodors 
your  Worftiip  expefted. 

Enter  Lady  Fancy. 

Sir  Pat,  The  Dodors  already  ! - - -well  bring ’em  up,  come 

Madam,  we  have  waited  for  your  Ladifhip,  - - -  bring  up  the 

Doftors  Roger. 

La.  Fa.  Wittmore^  l  have  now  brought  that  defign  to  a  happy 
conclufion  for  which  I  married  this  formal  A6,  Tie  tell  thee 
more  anon,  —  we  are  obferv’d. 

La.  Kn.  Oh  Lodwicl(s  come. 

Enter  Lodwick,  Monfteur  Turboon,  Fat  DroUor.^  Amfterdam, 
Leyden,  Sir  CrediJous. 

Sir  Pat.  Dodor  Turboon  your  Servant,  I  expeded  you  not  this 
two  hours. 

Turk  Nor  had  ee  com  Sir,bot  for  dele  wordy  Gentelmen,whos 
affairs  wode  not  permit  dem.to  com  at  your  hour. 

Sir  Pat.  Are  they  Englijh  pray  ? 

Turb.  Dis  is  Sir,  — [^pointing  to  Lod.^  an  admirable  Phyfician, 
and  a  rare  Aftrologer.  — Dis  fpeaks  good  Englijf)^  bot  a  CoUen^ 
der  born.  [_pomts  to  Sir  Cred. 

Sir  Cred.  What  a  pox  does  the  Fellow  call  me  a  Cullender  ? 

Lod.  He  means  a  High-Dutch  man  of  the  Town  oi  CoUen^  Sir. 

Sir  Vat.  Sir  I  have  heard  of  your  Fame,  ~Dodor  pray  enter¬ 
tain  thefe  Gentlemen  till  my  return.  Tie  be  with  you  prefently. 

Lod.  Sir  I  hope  you  go  not  forth  to  day  ?  [Gazing  on  hisFace^ 

Sir  Pat.  Not  far.  Sir. 

Lod.  There  is  a  certain  Star  has  rul’d  this  two  daies  Sir,  of  a 
very  malignant  Influence  to  perfbns  of  your  Complexion  and 
conftitution,  — let  me  fee— within  this  two  hours  and  fix  Mi¬ 
nutes,  its  Malice  will  be  fpent^.  till  then  it  v/ill  be  fatall.  ^ 

Sir  Pat.  Hum,  reign  d this  two  days?  — I  profefi  and  things  have 
gon  very  crofi  with  me  thi^  two  daies,  — a  notable  man  this. 

La.  Kn.  Oh  a  very  Profound  Aftrologer  Sir,  upon  my  Honour 
L know  him. 

Sir  PaK  But  this  is  an  affair  of  that  importance  Sir-^ - - 

Lod.  If  it  be  more  than  health  or  Life,  I  beg  your  Pardon  Shv 

Sir  Pat.  Nay  no  offence  Sir  I  befeechyou,  We  ftaySir. 

L  3  '  LaJCn. 
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La.  Kn.  How  !  S'n  Patient  not  fte  us  Mm^ried  ? 

Sir  Pat.  You  (hall  excufe  me  Madam. 

.  La.  Fa.  This  was  lucky,  oh  Madam  wou’d  you  have  my  Dear 
venture  out,  when  a  malignant  Star  reigns  !  not  for  the  world* 

Sir  Pat.  No  rie  not  ftir,  had  it  been  any  Star  but  a  malignant 
Star,  I  had  waited  on  your  Ladilhi p.  But  thefe  malignant  Stars 
are  very  Pernicious  ftars.  Nephew,  “^take  my  Lady  Kmwell  ^ 
Mr.  Fain-love  my  Daughter,  and  Bartholomew  do  you  conduct 
my  Lady,  the  Parfon  ftays  for  you,  and  the  Coaches  are  at  the 
door.  (Exeunt  Knowell,  Leander,  Wittmore  and  Ifib. 

Ladj  Fancy  and  Bartholomew. 

Enter  Boy. 

,  Sir,  my  Lady  has  (ent  for  you. 

Lod.  Sir  rie  be  with  you  prefently,  Sir  Credulous  be  fare  you 
Tug  him  by  the  Ears,  with  any  fort  of  ftufF,  till  my  return,  fie 
fend  you  a  friend  to  keep  you  in  Countenance. 

Sir  Pat.  Pleafe  you  to  fit  Gentlemen  ? 

Amji.  Pleafe  you  Sir.  [To  Sir  Cred.  who  hows  and  runs  back^ 

Sir  Cred.  Oh  Lord  fiveet  Sir,  I  hope  you  do  not  take  me— 

Nay  I  befeech  you  Noble  Sir — - Reverend  Sir. 

[Turning from  one  to  fothen 
By  no  means  Sity  a  ftranger. 

Sir  Cred.  I  befeech  you — -ScavantiJJimi  Do&ores^ - —incom¬ 
parable  Sir,  — and  you^ - or  you. 

Fat  D.  Introth  Sir,  thefe  Complements  are  needlefr,  I  am 
fomething  corpulent  and  love  my  eafe.  £  Sits. 

*  Sir  Cred.  Generous  Sir,  you  (ay  well,  therefore  Conlicentia^ 
as  the  Grecians  have  it.  .  C 

Amjl.  — Brother. - — 

Leyd.  Nay  good  Brother, - Sir  Patient.- - 

Sir  Pat.  Ingenioufly,  not  before  you,  Mr.  Doftor. 

Leyd.  Excufe  me  Sir,  an  Alderman,  and  a  Knight _ 

Sir  Fat.  Both  below  the  lead:  of  the  Learned  Society. 

Leyd.  Since  you  will  have  it  fo.  (AS fit  and  cry  hum^  ~and 

c  lool^  gravely  '. 

Sir  Cred.  Hum  —  hum,  moft  Worthy,  and  moft  Renouned — 
Mjedicin£  Profejf/ores^  qui  hie  ajfiemblati  ejiis  5  ^  vos  altra  Mefi- 
orif^  I  am  now  going  to  make  a  Motion  for  the  Publick  good  of 
us  all,  but  will  do  nothing  without  your  Doftorfliips  Approbation. 

Sir  Pat.  Judicioudy  concluded. 


Sir  Cred. 
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SirCnd,  The  ^eftion  \htxi  h,^''^everentijjimi  DoSores^  whe-r 
ther —  for  mark  me,  I  come  to  the  matter  in  hand,  hating  long 
Circumftances  of  words  5  there  being  no  neceffity  as  our  Learned 
Brother  Rabalk  obferves  in  that  moft  notorious  Treatife  of  his 
CdXYA  Garagantua,^  there  is  fays  he,  no  neceffity  of  going  over  the 
Hedg  when  the  Path  lies  fair  before  ye  therefore  as  I  faid  be¬ 
fore,  I  now  lay  again  coming  to  my  C^eftion,  for  as  that  admi¬ 
rable  Welch  \y\VmQ.  (ays  in  that  (b  famous  Sermon  of  his,  upon 
her  Great  Cranfather  Hadam  and  her  Great  Granmother  Heeve 
concerning  the  Happell,  — and  her  will  warrant  her,  her  will 
keep  to  her  Text  (till,  — fb  I  ftick  clofe  to  my  queftion,  which 
is  Illiijirijjimi  DoSores;  whether  it  be  not  neceffary  to  the  Affair 

in  hand - to  take — a  Bottle,  and  if  your  Doftorlhips  are 

of  my  opinion - hold  up  your  Thumbs.  ^AU  holdup  them 

t  Thumbs, 

—Look  Sir,  you  oblerve  the  Votes  of  the  Learned  Cahalijis, 

Sir  Pat,  Which  (hall  be  put  in  Aft  fbrthwith^Llike  this  man 

well,  he  does  nothing  without’m’ature  deliberation.  ouU 

> 

Enter  Brunfwick. 


Brun,  By  your  leaves  Gentlemen,  — Sir  Credulous —  \Whifpers, 

SirCrtd,  Oh — ^’tis  Lodmehs  Friend,  the  Raftalfs  dreftTike 
Vanderhergen  in  the  Strand  :  — Sir  Patknt-r^  pray  know  this  glo¬ 
rious  Doftor  Sir.  ,  ,  ' 

Sir  Pat,  A  Doftor  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cred,  A  Doftor  Sir,  yes,  and  as  Eloquent  a  E>o3:or,  Sir,  as 
ever  (et  Bill  to  Poft,  why ’t is— the  incomparable — Brunfwkky  . 
high  Doftor., 

Sir  Pat,  You’re  welcome  Sir, — Pray  fit  ^  ah^well  Sir  you  are  ; 
come  to  vifit  a  very  Grazy  fickly  Perfon  Sir. 

Brun,  Pray  let  me  feel  your  Pulfe  Sir,  — what  think  you  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  is  he  not  very  far  gone  ?—  \JFeelshis  pulfe,,  they  allfeeL  .. 

Sir  Cred,  Ah  far,  far,  —  Pray  Sir,  have  you  not  a  certain  wam¬ 
bling  Pain  in  your  Stomach  Sir,^'a^  it  were  Sir  a— a  Pain  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Oh  very  great  Sir,  efpecially  in  a  Morning  Fafting. 

Sir  Cred,  I  knew  it  by  your  ftinking  breath  Sir, — and  are  you  ^ 
not  troubled  with  a  pain  in  your  Head  Sir  ?  ; 

Sir  Pat,  In  my  Head  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cred,  I  mean  a— kind*  of  a — -.Pain ,  a  kind  of  a —  Ver¬ 

tigo  as  the  Latins  call  it,  and  a  Whirligigoujiiphon  as  the  Greeks 

have 
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have  it,\vhich  iigiiifiesm  E«'^//7^  Sir^a  Dizzir  hvniimiijg  kind— of 
a  de  ye  fee — a  thing— that— a — you  under^'  ^nd  me. 

Sir  fat.  Oh  intolerable,^  mtolerable, — vv  wy  this  is  a  rare  man. 

Fat  D.  Your  reafon  Sir  for  that  ?  -  [^To  Sir  Cred, 

SirCred.  My  reafon  Sir.^  'Why.  my  reafon  Sir  is  this,  Halji  the 
Moore^  and  Rabbie  Ifack^  iomo.  thoufands  more  of  learned 
Dutchmen  obferve  your  dull  wall  Eye  and  your  Whir — Whirli- 
gigotffiiphon.,'toht  infeparable. 

Bruri.  A  moft  Learned  reafon. 

Fat  D.  Oh  Sir  infeparable. 

Sir  Cred.  And  have  you  not  a  kind  of  a— fomething — de  ye 
mark  me,  when  you  make  water,  a  kind  of  a  flopping — and — 
a-r— de  ye  conceive  me,  I  have  foi^ot  the  Englijh  term  Sir,  but 
ih  Latin  '’tis  a  StronggnUionibus.' 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  Sir  moft  extreamly ,  ’tis  that  which  makes,  me  de- 
Iperate  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Your  ugly  Face  is  an  infallible  fign,  your  DjJurie  as 
the  Arabickp  call  it,  and  your  Ill-favor*d  Countenance,  are  con- 
ftant  Relatives. 

AUi  Conftant,  conftant. 

.  Sir  Cred.  Pray  how  do  you  eat.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Ah  Sir,  there’s  my  diftraftion.  Alas  Sir,  I  have  the 
weakeft  ftomach — I  do  not  make  above  four  Meals  a  day,  and 
then  indeed  I  eat  heartily — but  alas  whafs  that  to  eating  to 
live,  — nothing  Sir  nothing. — 

SirCred.  Poor  heart  I  pity  him. 

Sir  Pat.  And  between  meals,  good  Wine,  Sweet-meats,  Gau¬ 
dies,  — Cordialls  and  Mirabilifes,  to  keep  up  my  fainting  Spirits. 

Sir  Cred.  A  Pox  of  his  Aldermanfhip  :  an  the  whole  Bench 
were  fiich  notable  fwingers,  twou’d  Famifh  the  City  fooner  than 
a  Siege. 

Amji.  Brothers  what  do  you  think  of  this  man  ? 

Leyd.  Think  Sir?  I  think  his  Cafe  is  defperate. 

SirCred.  Shaw  Sir,  we  (hall  foon  redlify  the  quiblets and ^uil- 
lities  of  his  bloud  if  he  obferves  our  direftions  and  diet,  which  is 
to  eat  but  once  in  four  or  five^daies. 

Sir  Pat.  How  Sir,  eat  but  once  in  four  or  five  daies !  fiich  a  dyet 
:Sir  wou  d  kill  me,  alas  Sir  kill  me. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh  no  Sir,  no,  fordook  ye  Sir  the  Cafe  is  thus,  do  ye 
mind  me- — ^^fo  that  the  bufinefs  lying  fo  obvious  de  ye  fee,  there 

is 
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is  a  certaia  method  do  ye  mark  me — in  a — Now  Sir  when  a 

man  goes  about  to  alter  the  courfe  of  Nature,  - - the  cafe  h 

very  plain,  you  may  as  well  arreft  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun,  or  alter 
the  Eclipfes  of  the  Moon,  for  Sir  this  being  of  another  Nature, 
the  Nature  of  it  is  to  be  unnaturall,  you  conceive  me  Sir  ?  — there¬ 
fore  we  muft  crave  your  abfence  Sir  for  a  few  Minutes,  till  we 
have  debated  this  great  Affair. 

Sir  pat.  With  dl  my  heart  Sir,  fince  my  cafe  is  fo  delperate, 
a  few  hours  were  not  too  much.  Q  Ex.  Sir  Patient. 

Sir  Cred.  Now  Sir,  my  Service  to  you.  [^Drinks. 

Enter  Fanny. 

Fan.  Oh  living  heart!  what  do  all  thefe  men  do  in  our  houfe  > 
fiire  they  are  a  fort  of  New-faflion"d  Conventiclers :  — fie  hear  *em 
preach.  drinks  round  the  while. 

Amji.  Sir  myfirvice  to  you,  and  to  your  good  Lady,Sir.^ 

Ley^  Again  to  you  Sir,  not  forgetting  your  Daughters :  they 
are  fine  Women  Sir,  let  Scandal  do  its  worft.  [  Drinks. 

To  our  better  trading  Sir. 

Brun.  Faith  it  goes  but  badly  on,  I  had  the  weekly  Bill  and 
’twas  a  very  thin  Mortality,  fome  of  the  better  fort  dye  indeed 
that  have  good  round  Fees  to  give. 

Turk  Verily  I  have  not  kilfd  above  my  five  or  fix  this  week. 

Brun.  How  Sir  kill’d  ? 

Turk  Kill’d  Sir  I  ever  whilfl:  you  live,  efpecially  thofe  who 
have  the  grand  Verole^  for  ’tis  not  for  a  mans  Credit  to  let  the 
Patient  want  an  Eye  or  a  Nofe,  or  fome  other  ting,  I  have  kilfd 
ye  my  five  or  fix  dozen  a  week  — but  times  are  hard. 

Brun.  I  grant  ye  Sir,  your  Poor  for  Experiment,  and  improve¬ 
ment  of  Knowledge,  and  to  fay  truth  there  ought  to  be  fuch  Sca¬ 
vengers  as  we  to  fweep  away  the  Rubbifti  of  the  Nation. 

I^Sir  Cred.  and  Fat  feeming  in  difcourjk 

Sir  Cred.  Nay  an  you  talk  of  a  beaft.  My  fervice  to  you  Sir — 
r  Drinkf}  Aye,  I  loft  the  fineft  beaft  of  a  Mare  in  all  Devon/hire. 

Fat  D.  And  I  the  fineft  Spaniel  Sir. 

[^Here  they  all  talkjogether  till  you  come  to  — purpofe  Sir. 

Turb.  Pray  what  news  is  there  ftirring  ? 

Brun.  Faith  Sir,  I  am  one  of  thofe  tools  that  never  regard 
whether  Lewes,  or  Philip  have  the  better  or  the  worft. 

.  Turb.  Peace  is  a  great  bleffing  Sir,  a  very  great  blefling. 

Brun.  You  are  i  th’  right  Sir,  and  fo  my  fervice  to  you  Sir.  . . 

.  M  Lcy^ 
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Ley.  Well,  Sir,  Stetm  h^ld  Out  Nobly,  though  the  Cazetts  are 
various.  ' 

Atptji.  There  s  a  world  of  men  kill'd  they  fey,  why  what  a 
Jhame  'tis  &  many  thoufend  fhould  dye  without  the  help  of  a 
Phyfician. 

Ley,  Hang  em  they  were  poor  Rogues  and  not  worth  our  kil¬ 
ling,  my  lervice  to  you  Sir,  theyde  ferve  to  fill  up  Trenches. 

Srr  Cred,  Spaniel!  .Sir !  no  mail  breathing  uriderftands  Dogs  and 
Horfes  better  then  ray  felf. 

Fat  D.  Your  Pardon  for-  that  Sir.  ^ 

-Sir  Cred.  For  look  ye  Sir,  Tie  tell  you  the  Nature  of  Dogs 
and  Horfes.  '  ^  ^  '  • 

Fat  D.  So  can  my  Groom  and  Dog-keeper,  but  what’s  this 
t’th’  purpofe  Sir?  [Here  they  leave  off. 

Sir  Cred.  To  th*  purpofe  Sir,  good  Mr.  Hedlebnrgh  do  you  nn- 
derftand  whafs  to  th’  purpofe?  you're  2l  Dntch  Butter-ferkin, 
a  Kilderkin,  a  Double  Jugg. 

Fat  D.  You’re  an  ignorant  Blockhead  Sk. 

Sir  Cred.  You  tye  Sir,  and  there  I  was  with  yoti  again. 

What,  quarrelling,  men  of  your  gravity  and  ProfefSon  ! 

Sir  Cred.  That  is  to  fey  Fools  and  Knaves,  pray  how  long-is’t 
fince  you  left  Toping  and  Naping,  for  Quacking,  good  Brother 
Cater-tray, — but  let  that  pafs,  for  He  have  my  Humour,  and 

therefore  will  quarrell  with  no  man,  arid  fb  I  drink.— - 

V  \Goes  to  fill  again^ 

Briitj. - -But  what’s  all  this  to  the  Patient,  Gentlemen  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Aye — ^the  Wine’s  all  out,  — and  quarrells  apart 
Gentlemen  as  you  fey,'  what  do  ye  think  of  our  Patient,  fbr 
Ibmething  I  conceive  neceffary  to  be  feid  for  our  Fees. 

Fat  D.  I  think  that  unlefs  he  follows  our  Prefcriptions  he’s  a 
dead  man. 

Sir  Cred,  Aye  Sir  a  dead  mam 

Fat  D.  Pleafe  you  to  write.  Sir,  you  fecm  the  youngeft 
Doctor,  [T(?Amft. 

At/tji,  Your  Pardon  Sir,  I  conceive  there  may  be  younger 
Doctors  then  I  at  the  board. 

Sir  Cred.  A  fine  l^nCtilio  this,  when  a  man  lies  a  dy-  \_A(ide. 
ing — Sir  you  fhall  excufeme,  T  have  been  a  Doftbr  this  7  years.. 

[They  Jhove  the  pen  and  paper  from  one  to  the  other ^ 
I  CommencY  at  Fatrfs  twenty  years  agoe. 


Lej>.  And  I  at  L^^tny  alnio{l  as  long  fince. 

FatD.  KnAl2it  Bercelomt\{ixiy* 

Sir  Cred.  And  I  at  padm^  Sir.  '  . 

FatD.  Yon  zt  pad^a  ^ 

Sir  Cred.  Yes  Sir  I  at  Padua ,  why  what  a  Pox  do  think  I 
never  was beyond*fea'?'  '  ' 

J5r;i/?.  Ifowever  Sir  you  are  the  youngeft  Dodpr^and  tnuft 
write.  ^  ^ 

sir  Cred.  I  will  not  lofe  an  liich  of  my  li)igmty.  /  ^  ’ 

.  Fat  D.  Nor  I.  A^^Fior  t:  Noif  Iv^  faferfrofM 

Brun.  Death  what  ^Lafealls  are  tbefeK^^Ln^ 


Sir  Cred.  Give  me  the  pen — here’s' 


Sir  Cred.  Fjafting  ?  ' 

Ley.  Every  hour  Sixfcore  drops  of  ' 

«S/r  -k-^Fafting  ‘  *  f'^^^/V-^redtH^s-i^ 

Fat  D.  At  Night  twelve  Cordbi^'riih^  ’XSaiii^^^ 

Turk.  Let  bloud  once  a  week ,  a  Glitter  once  a  day. 

Bruu.  Cry  Mercy  Sir,  you’re  a  French  mati  —  After  his 
fleep,  threefcorO  reftoi^ative  4^ills  Call’d-  Chehtif^  'Btdivivm.'  ^ 

Sir  Cred.  ~And  lattly,  fifteen  (poonfMb  Jof  ifiy' 
cUymagiDgm^  zi  often  as  f’tis  liee^ffaryJ^Hte  6?  tfb %ealaaft^;lefi 
Dinner,  and  go  fiipperlels  to  bed.  ^  ^  -  r,- 

F^  D.  Hnm^  yom  Aqua  Tetrdcfy^  " 

‘  SirGfed.Yc%  Sir,  my  Tetrachymagogon^Fox  look  ye  do  ye  fee 
^Sir,  4^cur*d  the  Arch- Duke  of  strumbulo^  of  z  Jjdndileero^6£ 
which  he  dy’d,  with  this  very  A^aFeiHichyniagogeh.  ; 

.  Euter  SirP^titnt.' 

sir  Pat. .  VV^ell  Gentlemen  am  1  not  an  intruder'? 

Fat.-  Sftwe  have-duly  confidefd  the  ftate  of  youtlfody  :  and 
‘  are  now  ^iboia^tM^etder  and  thethbd^you  are  to  obferve.  ^ 

Bruu.  Aye  this  diftemper  will  be  the  occafipn  of  his  death; 

tfold  BrOthfe,  I  dbhibt'l^uheoccafion  p^hK  death  : 
But  the  occafehal  citife  of  his  death.*  f vS/V  Pat.  reads  thi  Bill. 

Sir  Pat.  Why  here*s  no  time  Mlow’d  for  eating  Gentlemen. 

Ley, 

AM.  Aye  iet'hiiii  c^sr 

M  2 
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Sk  Tatieut  Fmey. 

EWtr  Ix)dw‘ick  and  LeUnder. 


Lod.  What  have  you  confiilted  without  me  Geutlemeii  ?  ■  ' 

[Lod.  reads  the 

Sir  Pat.  Tes  Sir,  and  find  it  abfolutely  neceffary  for  my  health 
Sir,  I  ftibud  be  ftarv’d :  arid  yet  you  (ay  l  am  not  lick  Sir. 

/  1:  ^  ^  ’  {TbLeand. 

^  '  Lod.  Very  well,  very  well. 

Sir  Pat.  No  Breakfeftj  no  Dinner, rno  Supper? 

Sir  Cred.  Little  Of.  none,  but  none  s  beft. 

•S/>  But  Gentlemen^confidetj  no  finall  thing  ?  .  . 

,  Northing, ^h(ng.  jt^^  .  ■  ^  . 

Sirpred.  Sir,  you  muft  write  for  your  Fee.  [TJ?  Lod. 

^  Now  I  thint^iOji’t  Sir  yOu  may  eat,  \^vcnrites^  a  Rofted- 

Pippin  cold  upon  a  Vine  le^  at  night. 

Lean.  Do  you  (ee  Sir,  what  damn’d  citing  iRafcak  the(c 
Doiters^r^  lo  ■  sori.  -v  :  u-  A  \ ^ 

^  Aye,  aye,/if  all  poaor^^wereNlueby-ingeriioufly  I 

Lean.  Give  enr  their  fees  Sir,  and  (end  em  to  the  Devil  for  a 
jcompany  of  Cheats.  .  '  -  -  ;  . 

Sir  Pm.  T^ruth no,  ^ith  iu;  ---t-well  Ithankyou 


fpryour  care  wd^pains. 


vf  I*  r*  i  *  - 

:  '■  i  J,  iJ 


[^gives^em  Eees. 


;  Sh'Prl^^  Sir  if  yoi^h^ye  any  pccaliori  for  me,>I  live  at  the  jRed 
"colour’d  Lanthorn,  with  "Eleven  Candles  in’t, .  in  the  Strandj^ 
where  you  may  qpme  in  privately,  and  need  not  be  afoamed,  I 
having  naCreat^e  in  miy  Hpule  but  my  (^el^  and  itny  whole 


muy..;  o  /  v, .  0.  1-0? 

Jci{  qiiam  J^an  Neder  I^ndt  U 


.  i .  1  / 


*0 

V'  * 


End  helpen  Van  Pocken  end  ander_  gebrekpn. 

That’s  a  top  of  my  Bill  ^eet  Sic. 

Van.  Lord,  Sir  Father,  why  did  y<m  give ’em  money,  ? 

'  Lein.  -FjW  talking-nonfenfe,  th^  hoyr  or  )^woiiupon.his.diftem- 


per. 


I 


D 


.  Pun.  Qh  lemini  §ir,;;t^j  did  jlpt  jtalkiOn^  w:ord  of  y  ou,  but 
*ofDogs,atidHor(es,and  of  killing  folks,  and  of  their  Wives  and 
Daughters  ^  and  when  the  Wine  was  all-out, they  (aid  they  wou’d 
lay  (og^ething  fo^  thi^ir  Fees.  ^  ^  ,  . 

'  Sir  Pat.  Say  you^foj?r-^  Kjjavfs, 

He  he  reveng’d  on’emall,  —  t’le  ne’r^be  fiekag^n,,-^-.  wifi 
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be  rie  die  honeftly  of  my  fclf  without  the  affiftance  of  fitch  Raif ' 
cals^- —  gQ,  get  you  gone,  — -  [To  Fan.  who  goes  out* 

Lean.  A  happy  refolution,  woud  you  wou’d  be  fo  kind  to 
your  felf  as  to  make  a  trial  of  your  Lady  too,  and  if  (he  prove 
true,  ’twill  make  feme  kind  of  amends  for  your  (b  long  being 
couzen’d  tHs  way. 

Sir^  Pat.  rie  about  k^this  very  minute  about  it,  —  give  me  a 

Chair—  :  ‘  .  IHeps. 

Lean,  So,  fettle  your  felf  well,  diibrder  your  Hair,  —  throw 
,  away  your  Cane,  Hat,  and  Gloves,  — ftare  and  rowl  your  eyes, 
(queez  your  Face  into  Con vuKions, . —  clutch  your  hands,  — — . 

make  your  Stomach  heave, - (b^yery  well, - -  now  let  me 

alone  for  the  reft,,  —  Oh ,  help,  help  my  Lady,  my  Aunt,  for 


Heavens  fake  help,  —  come  all  and  fee  him  die. 


[Weeps., 


Enter  Wittmore,  Lady  Fancy,  Ifebella,  Lucretia,  Lady  Kno- 

well, Rqgeti  \  ;  ^ 


’  Witt.  Leandef^  what’s  the  matter  ?  -  '  : 

Lean.  See  Madam,  fee  my  Uncle  in  the  Agonies  of  Death, 

La.  Fa.  My  deareft  Husband  dying.  Oh  !  [Weeps, 

Lean.  How  hard  he  ftruggles  with  departing  life  ! 

Ifab.  Father,  dear  Father,  muft  I  in  one  day  receive  a  blelfing 
with'  (b  great  a  curfe  ?  Oh,— he’s  jufl  going  Madam,  —  [Weeps, 
La,  Fa.  Let  me  o’retake  him  in  the  (hades  below,  why  do 
you  hold  me,  can  I  live  without  him  ?  —do  I  diflTemble  well  ? — 

'  ^  ^  [Afide  to 

\  Sir  Pat.  Not  live  without  me ! - do  you  hear  that  (irrah  ? 

^  !  i  -I  ‘  [Ajideto  Lean. 

Lean.  Pray  Mark  the  end  on’t  Sir,  — feign, —  feign,- - - 

We  left  him  well, how  came  he  thuso’th’  (iiddain? 
Lean.  I  fear  ’tis  an  Apoplexy  Madam.. 

.  ^La.Fa.  Run,  run  for  hisJPhy 0c4n !  butjdo  not  (Hr  a  foot- 

'  !  c..  '  ■  ^  [AJide  toKjogtx. 

.LookjUp  and  (peak  but  one  kind  word  to  me. 

Sir  Pat.  What  cries  are- thefe  that  ftop  meon  my’way? 

La.  Fa.  They’re  mine, - your  Ladies,., —  oh  (iirely  he’Le 

recover,  [Afide^  your  moft  obedient  Wife’s. 

Sir  Pat,  My  Wife’s  my  Heir,  my  (ble  Executrixi 

La.  Fa.  Hah,  is  he  in’s  fenfes?  [AJide  to  Witt.]  Oh  my  dear 

M  3  Love^ 
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Love,  Biy  Life,  my  Joy,  my  ali,  [Crjes']  oh  ret  me  goe  5  I  will 
not  live  without  him.  jSems  to  faint  in  WittmoreV 

i  Armes,  All  run  about  her. 


Sir  Pat.  Do  ye  hear  that  Grrah? 

Lean^  Have  yet  a  little  patience,  die  away,-^ - very  well  — 

Oh  he’s  gone,  - - quite  gone. 

•  La,  Look  to  my  Lady  there,  [^JmunA/  ^  fore 

file  can  but  counterfeit.  [_Afide.']  £  They  all  go  about  her^ 

tS/r  Hah,  my  Lady  dying ! 

Lean.  Sir  I  befeech  you  wait  the  event  5  Death  !  the  cuntiing 
Devil  will  diffemble  too  long  and  Ipoil  all,  carry 

the  dead  Corps  of  my  deareft  ttncle  to  his  Gkaihberl  ’  Nitrfe  td 
your  care  I  commit  him  now.  [Exeunt  ftith  Sir  Pat.  fn  a  Chatrl 


^AllfoUovp  hut  Wittmore  5  who  going  the  other  way 
"  c  meets  sir  Credulous  and  Lodwick,  as  before. 


Witt.  Lodwick !  the  ftrangeft  unexpected  News,  Sir  Patient" s 
Dead! 

SirCred.  How,  dead !  we  have  play’d  the  PhyGdans  to  good 
pur  pole  i’faith,  and  kill’d  the  man  before  we  adminiftred  our 
PhyGck. 

Witt.  Egad  I  fear  lb  indeed.  '  ^  "  * 

Lod.  Dead  !  '  .  .  .. 

Wat.  As  a  Herring;  and  ’twill  be  daiigerous  to  keep  theft  ha¬ 
bits  longer. 

SirCred.  Dangerous!  Zozman  We  fhali  all  be  h^hg’d,  why 
•6ur  very  Bill  dilpatch’d  him,  and  our  Hands  are  to’t,~ —  oh, 
"I'ftconfefi  all.-^— -  •  ^  {Offers  ti>  goe. 

Lod.  Death  Sir,  Tie  cut  your  Throat  if  you  ftir. 

Sir  Cred.  Wou’d  you  have  me  hkttg’d  for  compaiiy  .  Gentle¬ 
men?  Oh  where  (hall  I  hide  my  ftlf^or  hOW  come  at  my  cloaths? 

Lod.  We  have  no  time  for  that,  go  get  you  into  your  Basket 
agafo,  arid  He  foug,  till  1  have  rionvey’d  yOu  fife  away,  — u-.-or 

I’le  abandon  j6u. - [AJide  to  him."]  ’Tis  not  neceflary  he 

ftioud  be  feen  yet,  he  may  fpoil  Leand^VPlot.  ^  '[Afide. 

SirCred.  Oh  thank  ye  dear  Lt>dwicl{^ - -  let  me  efcape 

this  bout,  and  if  ever  the  Foolturn  Pbyfician  again,  may  he  be 
cho2^d  \iv\th\\\s  o^n  'Teirachymagogon.- 

Witt.  Go  haft  and  undrels  youj  whilft  fie  to  Lucia.  [jEiirXod. 
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As  Wittmore  ^  goi^g  out  at  one  Door ^  E^ter  Sir  ^2X\Qr\t  md 
Leander  at  the  other. 


<  Lean.  Hah,  Wittmore  there  !  he  muft  not  fee  my  Uncle  yet. 

\^PHts  5/>  Pat.  bach*  Ex.  Witt, 
Nay  Sir,  never  detain"  me,  Tie' to  my  Lady,  is  this 

yonr  Demonftration  ?  - was  ever  fb  vertuous  a  Lady?  — - - 

Well  He  to  her,  and  confole  her*  poor  heart,  ah  the  joy ’twill 
bring  her  to  fee  my  Refurredtion  ! - I  long  to  furprize  her. 

Going  off  crofs  the  Stage. 

,  Lean.  Hold  Sir,  I  think  (he’s  coming,  — . bleft  fight,  and 

with  her  Wittmore  t  Q  Puts  Sir  Pat.  backet 0  the  door. 


Enter  Ladj  ¥mcy  Wittmore. 

Sir  Pat.  Hah,  what’s  this  ? 

La.  Fa.  Now  my  dear  Vl^jtmore^  claim  thy  Rites  of  Love 
without  control],  without  the  contradiftionof  wretched  Poverty 
or  Jealopfy :  Now,  undilguisd  thou  maift  approach  my  fed,  and 
reign  o’re  all  my  Plealures  and  my  Fortunes,  of  which  this  mi-' 
nute  I  create  thee  Lord. 

And  thus  begin  my  Homage.—- -  {^ilfe^  him*^ 

.  Sir  Pat.  Sure  ’tis  fome  Fiend  !  This  cannot  be  my  Lady  ! 
Lean.  "Tis  fomething  uncivil  before  your  face  Sir,  to  do  this. 
Witt.  Thou  wondrous  kind,  and  wondrous  Beautiful^  that 
Power  that  made  thee  with  (b  many  Charms,  gave  me  a  Soul  fit 
onely  to  adore ’em  3,  nor  wert  thou  deftind  to  another  s  Arms,  , 
but  to  be  render’d  ftill  more  fit  for  mine. 

Sir  Pat.  Hah,  is  not  that  Fain-love  ^  j[/S/^c///s  Husband  ?  Oh 
Villain !  Villain  f  I  will  renounce  my  Senfe  and  my  Religion. 

^A(tde. 

La.  Fa.  Anothers  Armes !  Oh  call  not  thole  hated  thoughts 
to  my  remembrance. 

Left  it  deftroy  that  kindly  heat  within  me, 

Which  thOu  canft  onely  raife,  and  ftill  maintain. 

Sir  Pat.  Oh  Woman  !  Woman !  damn’d  dilTembling  Woman ! 

[AJide. 

La.  Fa.  Come  let  me  lead  thee  to  that  Mali. of  Gold  he  gave 
me  to  be  delpis’d : 

And  which  I  render  thee,  my  lovely  Conquerour, 

As  the  firll  Tribute  of  my  Glorious  Servitude,  - Draw  in 

the 
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the  Basket  which  I  told  you  of.  and  is  amongft  the  Rubbifh  in 
the  Hall,  [£  AT.  Wittmore.3  ThaT which  the  Slave  fo  many  years 
was  toiling  for,I  in  one  moment  barter  for  aKils,  as  Earned  of  our 
future  Joys. 

Sir  Pat,  Was  ever  fo  prodigal  a  Harlot  ?  was  this  the  Saint  } 
was  this  the  mod  tender  Confort  that  ever  man  had.^ 

Lean,  No  in  good  faith  Sir.- 

v;  / 

Enter  Wittmore  gulling  in  the  Basket. 

La.  Fa.  This  is  it  with  a  direftion  otft  tp  thee,  whither  I  de- 
fighd  to  fend  it. 

Witt.  Good  morrow  to  the  day,  and  next  the  Gold,  open  the 
Shrine,  that  I  may  fee  my  Saint — hail  the  Worlds  Soul — 

[Opens  the  Basket^  Sir  Crcd.  Jiarts  up. 

La.  Fan.  0  Heavens !  what  thing  art  thou  ? 

Sir.  Cred.  O  Pardon,  Pardon  fiveet  Lady,  I  confels  I  had  a 
hand  irft. 

La.  Fa.  In  what,  thou  flave? - - 

Sir  Cred.  Killing  the  good  believing  Alderman, — but  ’twas 
againd  my  will. 

La.  Fa.  Then  Tme  not  fo  much  oblig’d  to  thee, — but  where’s 
the  money,  the  8000/.  the  Plate  and  Jewels,  firrah  } 

VFitt.  Death  the  Dog  has  eat  it. 

Sir  Cred.  Eat  it  1  oh  Lord,  eat  8000/.  wou’d  I  might  never 
come  out  of  this  Basket  alive,  if  ever  I  made  foch  a  meal  in  my 
life. 

VFitt.  Ye  Dog  you  have  eat  it,  and  Tie  make  ye  fwallow  all 
the  Dofes  you  writ  in  your  Bill,  but  Tie  have  it  upward  or 
downward.  [Afide. 

Sir  Fat.  Hah,  one  of  the  Rogues  my  Dodours. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh  dear  Sir,  hang  me  out  of  the  way  rather. 

Enter  Maundy, 

Man.  Madam,  I  have  lent  away  the  Basket  to  Mr.  Wittmres 
Lodgings. 

La.  Fa,  You  might  have  lav’d  your  lelf  that  labour,  I  now 
having  no  more  to  doe,  but  to  bury  the  llinking  Corps  of  my 

quondam 


quondam  CuckoldjdifmiS  his  DaugbterSyand  give  thee  quiet  pof- 
reffion  of  all.  '  .  [To  Witt. 

Sir  PaL  Fair  Lady,  you!  take  me  alote  Vi^ith  you  }  ISf^ps. 

\PhUs  ojf  his  Hat  a^d  comet  up  to  her. 

La.  Fa.  My  Husband  !  ——Fme  betray’d^ - 

Sir.  Pat.  Husband  !  I  do  defie  thee  Satan,  thou  greater  Whore 
than  ftie  of  Bahj>lon  :  thou  ftiame,  thou  abomination  to  tl^y 
Sex. 

La.  Fa.  Rail  on,  whilft  I  dilpofe  my  (elf  to  laugh  at  thee. 

Sir  Pat.  Lea^ider^  call  all  the  Houfe  in,  to  be  a  witnefs  ofoUr 
Divorce.  [E  X.  Leander. 

La.  Fa.  Do,  and  all  the  World,  and  let  ’em  know  the  Rea- 
fon. 

Sir  Pat.  Methinks  I  find  an  inclination  to  Iwear,  — to  curie 
my  felf  and  thee,  that  I  coud  no  better  difeern  thee  5  nay,  Fme 
fo  chang’d  from  what  I  was,  that  I  think  I  epu  d  even  approve 
of  Monarchy  and  Church  Difcipline,  Fme  fo  truly  convinc’d  I 
have  been  a  beaft  and  an  als  all  my  life. 

Ef^ter  La.  Know.  Kabella,  Lucre.  Lean.  Lodwick,  Fan.  &c. 

La.  K.n.  Hah,  Sir  Patient  not  dead  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, take  notice  that  I  am  a  Cuck¬ 
old,  a  Crop-ear’d  fhivelling  Cuckold. 

Sir  Cred.  A  Cuckold !  fweet  Sir,  fhaw  that’s  a  finall  matter  in  a 
man  of  your  Quality. 

Sir  Pat.  And  I  beg  your  pardon  M^am,  for  being  angry  that 
you  call’d  me  fo.  [To  La.  Know.”]  And  yours,  Dear  Ifabella^ 
for  defiring  you  to  marry  my  good  Friend  there  [points  to  Witt.^ 
whole  Name  I  perceive  I  was  miftaken  in ; — And  yours  Leander^ 
that  I  wou’d  not  take  your  Advice  long  fince  :  And  yours  fair 
Lady,  for  believing  you  honeft,— twas  done  like  a  credulous 
Coxcomb  ;  ; — Aira  yours  Sir,  for  taking  any  of  your  Tribe  for 
Wile,  Learned,  or  Honeft.  [To  Sir  Credulouso 

Witt.  Faith  Sir,  I  deceiv’d  ye  onely  to  ferve  my  Friend,  and 
Sir,  your  Daughter  is  married  to  Mr.  Knomll 5  your  Wife  had 
all  ray  ftock  of  Love  before, Sir.  QLod.  and  Ilab.  J^neeL 

Sir  Pat.  Why  God-a-mercy — fome  comfort  that, — God  blefi 
ye — I  (ball  love  difobedience  while  I  live  fort. 


Lod.  Fme  glad  orft  Sir,  for  then  I  hope  you  will  forgive 
der^  who  has  married  my  Sifter  and  not  iny  Mother.  \ 

Sir  Pat.  How!  has  he  ftiv’d  me  lb,— rie  make  him  my  Heir 
fbr’t  5  thou  haft  made  a  Man  of  me  my  Boy,  and  faith  we  will 

be  merry, - ^fair  Lady,  you  may  depart  in  peace  fair  Lady,  re- 

ftoring  my  Money,  my  Plate,  my  Jewels  and  my  Writings,  fair 
Lady — 

La.  Fa.  You  gave  me  no  Money  Sir,  prove  it  if  you  can,  and 
for  your  Land,  ’twas  not  fettled  with  this  Provifb,  If  £he  be  Ho- 
neft  ? 

Sir  Pat.  Tis  well  thou  doft  confels  I  am  a  Cuckold,  for  I 
wou  d  have  it  known,  fair  Lady. 

La.  Fa.  *Twas  to  that  End  I  married  you,  good  Alderman. 

Sir  Pat,  rfaith  I  think  thou  didft  fweet-heart,  Tfaith  1  tloink 
thou  didft. 

FFitt.  Right  Sir,  for  we  have  long  been  Lovers,  but  want  of 
Fortune  made  us  contrive  how  to  marry  her  to  your  good  Wor- 
fhip.  Many  a  wealthy  Citizen  Sir,  has  contributed  to  the  main¬ 
tenance  of  a  younger  Brother’s  Miftrefs,  and  you  are  not  the  firft 
Man  in  Office  that  has  been  a  Cuckold,  Sir. 

Sir  Pat,  Some  comfort  that  too,  the  Brethren  of  the  Chain 
cannot  laugh  at  me. 

-  Sir  Cred.  A  very  plealant  old  Fellow  this  faith,  I  cou’d  be  ve¬ 
ry  merry  with  him  now  but  that  I  am  damnable  fad,  — Madam,  I 
fhall  defire  to  lay  the  Saddle  on  the  right  Horfe.  [To  La.  Know. 

La.  Kfi.  What  mean  you  Sir.^ 

Sir  Cred.  Onely  Madam,  if  I  were  as  Ibme  men  are,  I  fhould 
not  be  as  I  am.  ' 

La.  K.n.  It  may  be  fb  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  I  (ay  no  more,  but  matters  are  not  carry’d  fb  l^im- 
mingly,  but  I  can  dive  into  the  meaning  otft. 

,  l[Sir  Patient  talks  this  while  t/?  Lodw. 

La.  Kn.  I  hate  this  Hypothetical  way  of  arguing,  anfwer  me 
Categorically. 

Sir  Cred,  Hypothetical  and  Categorical!  what  does  fhe  mean 
now  ?  [Afidef\  — Madam,  in  plain  Englilb  I  am  made  a  John 
d-Nokes  of^  Jackcbold-my-jiaf\  a  Merry  Andrew  Doftor  to  give. 
Leander  time  to  marry  your  Daughter,  and  ’twas  therefore  I  was 
hoifted  up  in  the  Basket, - but  as  the  Play  fays,  ’tis  well  ’tis 


no  worle :  I’de  rather  lofe  my  Miftreli  then  ray  life. 


Sir  PaU 


Sir  Tatient  Fancy 


5tr  Vat.  But  how  came  this  Rafcal  Tnrboon  to  admit  you  } 
Lod.  For  the  lucre  of  our  tees  Sir!  which  was  his  recompence. 
Sir  Fat.  I  forgive  it  you^  and  will  turn  Spark,  they  live  the 
merrieft  lives— — keep  fome  City  M  iftrefi,  go  to  Court,  and 
hate  all  Conventicles. 


Ton  fee  what  a  Jim  City  Wife  can  doe 
Of  the  true  breed :  Infirubi  her  Husband  too  : 
I  wifi)  all  civil  Cuckolds  in  the  Nation.^ 
Would  take  Example  by  rnj  Reformation. 

FINIS. 


Some  Booh  Printed  for  R.  Tonfon,  at  Grays-Inn-gate 

in  Grays-Inn-lane. 

TH  E  Portugal  Hiftory,  or  a  Relation  of  the  Troubles  that 
happened  in  that  Court,  in  the  Year  1667.  and  ^668. 
Price  bound,  3  /. 

The  Art  of  making  Love,  or  Rules  for  the  Conduct  of  Ladies 
and  Gallants  in  their  Amours.  Price  bound  i  /. 

The  Courtiers  Calling,  (hewing  the  ways  of  making  a  Fortune, 
and  the  Art  of  Living  at  Court.  Price  i  /.  6  d.^ 

The  Life  of  the  Valiant  and'  Learned ’Sir  Walter  Raleigh^ 
Knight,  with  his  Tryal  at  Wejimnjier.  Price  2  /. 

The  Tragedy  of  the  laft  Age  Confidered  and  Examined,  in  a- 
Letter  to  Fleetwood  Shepherd^  Elq^  By  Tho.  Rymer.  Pr.  is.  6  d. 

Publi/hed  this  Term. 

Pleas  of  the  Crown,  or  a  brief,  but  full  account  of  wbatfoever 
can  be  found  relating  to  that  Subjed.  Price  2  s,  6  d. 

Heroin  Mulqueteer,  or  the  Female  Warriour,  a  Novek  Pr.  i  /. 
Don  Carlos  Prince  bf  Spain  :  A  Tragedy. 

Titus  and  Berenice  with  tlie  Cheats  of  Scapene^  both  by  Thomas 
Otway.  - 

Anthony  and  Cleopatra  i  A  written  by  Six  Charles 

Sidley^  Baronet.  .  • 

Circe^  a  Tragedy  r  Written  by  Charles  jy Avenant^  L*  L.  D. 
The  Siege  of  Babylon  :  A  Tragedy,  by  S.  Pordage^  Efqmw. 
Edgar ^  on  the  Englifli  Monarch,  a  Tragedy,  by  Tho.  Rymer ^ 
oIGraysdnn^  Elquire, 


E'P  I  L  0  G  U  E,  fpoiten  by  Mrs»  Gmn. 

I  ^Iere^  and  there^JUdveheard  a  Coxcomb  Cry  ^Looking  about. 
Ah^  BrOtt  it- — iti  a  Womans  Comedy  y 
One ^  who  hecauje  fije lately  chanc*t  to  pleaje 
With  her  Damned  puff  wiH  never  ceafe  to  teaze  hs. 

What  hits  poor  Woman  done  that  Jhe  muft  he^ 

Debar  d  from  Senfe  and  Sacred  Poetrie 

Why  in  this  A^e  has  Heaven  dlIovo*d  you  more^ 

And  Women  lefs  of  Wit  then  heretofore  ? 

W e  once  were  fam^d  in  Story ,  and  coud  write 
Equall  to  mens  coud  Govern,  nay  coud  fight* 

We  fliU  have  pajjive  Valour ,  and  can  Jhow 
Wotdd  Cujiom  give  us  leave  the  ABive  tooy  > 

Since  we  no  provocations  want  from  you*  j 
For  who  but  we,  coud  your  Dull  Fopperies  hear^ 

.  Tour  Saucy  Love,  and  your  hris\  Nonfence  hear  s 
r  htdure  your  worfe  then  womanifk  affeQation, 

Which  renders  you  the  Nufance  of  the  Nation  *» 

«  'Scorned  even,  by  all  the  Mijfes  of  the  *Town^ 

A  jefl  to  Vizard  Mash^,  the  Pjtt-Buifoone  i 
A  Glafs  by  which  th"*  admiring  Country  fool 
hday  learn  to  drefs  himfelf  en  Kidicule  ; 

^  Both  ftriving  who  Jhall  mo^  Ingenious  grow 

In  Lewdn^s,  Foppery,  Nonfence,  Noifi  and  Show* 

Aftd  yet  to  thefe  fine  things  we  mufi  fuhmit 

Our  KeafoUy  Arms,  our  Lawrells,  and  our  Wit*  *  .  f 

Becaufe  we  do  not  Laugh  at  you  when  Lewd,  * 

And  fcqrn^and  eudgeU  ye  when  you  are  Fude  s 
.  .  That  we  have  NobUr  Souls  then  you,  we  prove ^ 

By  how  much  more  we^re  fenfthte  of  Love  s  ,  .  « 

in  finding  4!!  the  fubtkji  waies 
»  To  mah^  your  Joys  :  why  not  to  makp  you  Plays  ?  ^ 

We  hefi  COM  find  your  Feabtes,  k^ow  our  own. 

And  Gilts  and  Cuckolds  now  heftpleafe  fhe.Town 
Tour  way  of  writing  s  out  of \  Fajhhn  grown* 

Method,  and  Kule^ — you  only  underfiand, 

Purfue  that  way  of  Fooling,  and  he  Damn'd, 

Your  Learned  Cant  of  A^ion,  Time  ,  and  Place, 

Mufi  all  give  w^  to  the  unlaboured  farce. 

To  aU^the  Men  of  Witt  we  wiU  fubfcribe  c  / 

But  for  you  half  Wits,  you  unthinking^  *Irihe,  • 

We'ti  let  you  fee  ,  what  e're  hefides  we  'doe. 

How  Artfully  we  Copy  fome  of  you  r 
And  if  you  re  drawn  to  th^  life,  pay  tell  me  tl 
Why  Women  Should  not  write  as  well  as  Men* 
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